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| | Her family tricked her into™ 
a betrothal with an evil old man. 
There was nothing to do but run... 


The first thing Calhsta did was disguise herself as 

a boy, which was not easy with her long raven 
tresses and voluptuous body. But she managed to get 
herself hired as a cabin boy aboard a ship 

bound for America. 


- “Hiei secret was safe until she fell ill and the captain 


ciscovered she was a lovely young woman, He became 
obsessed with her. Finally he seduced her. 


Thus was the beginning of a strange 
love affair in which Calhsta found. 
herself equally obsessed. 
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PASSION STRONG AS THE SEA 


Callista’s eyes widened with fright as the 
captain came toward her. She swallowed back 
the scream that tried to escape her lips and 
only a slight whimper was heard as she scurried 
back to the bunk, clutching the blanket over 
her naked body. 





The rum made Corbin’s temper flare and a 
cruel smile crossed his face as he came forward 
and said, ‘(Damn you, come here. Quit acting 
like an innocent. You're going to pay your 
fare one way or the other.” 


Taken by surprise, Callista had no time to 
even protest. His lips took hers and his tongue 
probed deeply into her mouth, searching for 
the secrets that she refused to tell. Callista felt 
a small stirring deep within herself. A new 
sensation crept over her giving the iHusion of 
tiny butterflies in her stomach seeking their 
escape. For a moment, she surrendered to this 
new and exciting experience. 
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To my mother with love 
A true lady of the North Georgia mountains 


Chapter I 


rae er cheek pressed against the door, Cailista listened for 
the sound of the lock that would shut her in for the night. 
It came before long, and the footsteps receded, echoing 
down the long corridor. Quickly she retrieved the clothes 
she’d hidden under the bed and slipped from the smooth 
satin garments Aunt Nesseilda had purchased for her into 
the breeches and shirt that still held the smell of the sea 
about them. Next she tucked her long black hair beneath 
the sailor’s hat and eyed herself in the glass. 

Yes, the large shirt did hide her firm young breasts. Her 
amber eyes brightened, and her delicate lips turned up in a 
smile. She might well pass for a boy, she thought, and felt 
a sense of freedom so real and exquisite that she already 
could have been home at Tantallon on Scotland’s rocky 
coast. All she need do is escape Aunt Nesseilda and cousin 
Edwin and head for the London docks. There, Callista was 
sure, she’d find a ship headed for Scotland and sign on as 
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a cabin boy. She’d helped the village fishermen often 
enough to know what she was about. 

She pulled the hat farther down on her head so that 
nearly all of her features were in the shadow of its brim 
and settled down near the window to wait for the house to 
quiet. 

The clock on the mantel ticked off the hours while 
ripples of rain struck the leaded panes of glass and slid to 
the casement. Callista was reminded of the waves that beat 
against the granite cliffs of Tantallon. How she longed to 
be once more within the stone towers of her home. She’d 
been happy there, until her aunt arrived bearing news of 
Callista’s betrothal to Lord Condor, a man she’d never 
met. The very thought of him brought forth a shudder. It 
wasn’t even his appearance, grotesque as it was, that 
repelled her so. It was the coldness in him, the anger, and 
something she could not name but which brought a chill to 
her bones. Why did he want to marry her? Tantallon was 
poor, and she couldn’t bring a dowery of reputable size 
with her. 

As the rain became a steady downpour, Callista thought 
of how her life had changed these past months. At Tantallon 
she had been free as a wild deer roaming the land, feeling 
the winds as they swept from the sea over the high cliffs. 
Surely the blood of her gypsy mother and Scots father 
brought forth the need for such freedom. From the moment 
she had come to London, she’d feit stifled—by the formal 
balls, the dinner parties, the carriage rides through the 
park. Even the gowns she was forced to wear brought 
discomfort since she was used to clothes free of frills and 
fashionable frippery. She’d begged Aunt Nesseilda to re- 
lease her from this awful pledge of marriage, even though 
she knew it was useless to argue. Nesseilda had been 
appointed her guardian when her father, Brian Drummond, 
the Laird of Bass, had left in search of his fortune. It had 
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been years since his last letter, and Nesseilda said, she 
insisted he was long dead and that it was her-duty to see to 
her niece’s future. Callista, however, could not understand 
her aunt’s sudden concern for her since the woman had, 
through the years, avoided her impoverished niece. She 
did, however, finally submit to Nesseilda’s wishes—until 
she’d been introduced to Lord Condor. When she saw he 
was old enough to be her grandfather, with many other 
detriments she found unbearable, Callista refused to go 
through with the wedding. Nesseilda, guessing the young 
woman might bolt, had locked her in her room. Nothing 
must stop the marriage, Nesseilda determined. But she had 
misjudged Callista who, with a spirit born of her half- 
Scottish, half-gypsy heritage, resolved that Nesseilda would 
be thwarted, whatever the consequence. 


The streets were dark and deserted, the rain having 
extinguished those torches lit earlier in the evening. Callista’s 
feet ached in the thin slippers as she made her way over 
the cobbled, garbage-strewn streets. 

She wiped the rain from her eyes and tried to see into 
the black night. Laughter came from behind tightly shut- 
tered tavern windows. Brothel.entryways, however, were 
illuminated, silhouetting the women who plied their trade 
there. Callista quickened her pace, mindful of the voices 
that beckoned offering such pleasures as might be fitting to 
a young lad. . 

In her rush toward the docks, Callista turned a corner to 
collide with two harlots. They ignored the rain, intent 
upon the bottle of gin they shared. Callista quickly apologized 
and tried to move out of their way, but one of the women 
grasped the sleeve of her shirt. “‘Now ain’t he a real 
gentleman, Mert,’’ she laughed. ‘*‘He don’t look much 
older than a babe.’’ She took another swallow from the 
bottle while the huge blonde with the pockmarked face 
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giggled. “‘Yer right there, Fanny. 1 bet he ain’t never had 
a woman. Let’s be nice to the young gentleman and show 
"im how we appreciate fine manners.”’ 

Callista’s eyes widened as the exchange between the 
two old doxies continued. Both were soaked to the skin, 
but seemed not to notice so inebriated were they. 

‘‘Now, laddy, what do you think of Mert’s kindly offer. 
It wouldn’t cost yer nothing but a pence to have the both 
of us,’’ Fanny said as she leaned toward Callista and 
smacked her fat lips for a kiss. | 

Stumbling backwards to avoid her touch, Callista said, 
‘‘!’m sorry, ladies, but I have neither pence nor time. Me 
ship sails in less than an hour.’’ 

At her rejection, the doxies turned hostile and began 
swinging their fists. Callista quickly darted around them 
and fled down the street, their curses echoing in the night. 

Breathing heavily, Callista stopped to rest. She leaned 
against the side of a building as she tried to orient herself 
to her surroundings. Her eyes scanned the area and came 
to rest on the tall outline of the masts of the ships lying at 
anchor. The rain had tapered to a drizzle, and the street 
was dimly illuminated by the light that filtered through the 
windows of the taverns and inns that lined it. 

Weak with relief, Callista walked toward the light. Now 
that she had found her destination, she realized she had no 
idea what she needed to do to sign on as a cabin boy. Back 
in her comfortable room, everything had seemed so simple, 
but now looking at the sailors sprawled in drunken stupors 
on the sidewalks, she felt uncertain and insecure. Was this 
really a way home? Or had she been foolhardy even to 
have considered so rash an act? 

Callista peered through the grimy window of a tavern to 
see a large group of rowdy sailors drinking and laughing, 
some openly caressing the bare-breasted women in their 
laps. Some of the wenches returned the bold caress, fond- 
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ling the tight crotches with knowing hands, eager to please 
men who had long been at sea away from a woman’s 
touch. 

Callista swallowed the lump of disgust that formed in 
her throat, and her eyes widened, but she could not take 
her gaze from the scene. She had thought in her naive 
innocence that she knew all there was to know about life 
when she was at Tantallon. She abhored the thought of 
Lord Condor touching her, but tonight showed her there 
were still other ways of reaching the depths of hell. Near 
despair, she longed to return to the safety and serenity of 
Tantallon. 

A scream nearly escaped her lips when one of the 
whores released a sailor’s throbbing manhood from his 
trousers. Then a hand clamped down on her shoulder, and 
a strong masculine voice chided, “‘You’re a bit young for 
that kind of sport aren’t you, lad?’’ 

Turning slowly, Callista looked up into a friendly face. 
The man’s clothing stamped him a sailor, but his eyes, 
even more than his costume, drew her attention. They 
were a soft, gentle brown. And they smiled as he smiled 
down at her. The light from the tavern cast a warm glow 
on his auburn hair and roughened skin. He was not a 
handsome man, but goodness shone in his, face. Callista 
had learned from her cousin Edwin that perfect features 
did not make a perfect being. She still bore the mark of the 
beating he’d given her when she refused to obey his 
mother. 

The warmth that radiated from the sailor’s face brought 
a warmth from Callista and a gentle reply to his question. 
‘*Aye, ye be right about that, sir, but soon as I’m sailing 
the seas, I’ll be ready.’’ 

The sailor threw back his head and laughed. ‘‘So you 
want to be a sailor? What makes you think you can? 
You're no bigger than a child, and I bet not much older.”’ 
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Callista met his eyes and tilted her small chin as if she 
had been insulted. ‘‘I’m old enough. Ill be fourteen on me 
birthday, and I know about ships. That’s why I’m here, to 
sign on as a cabin boy.”’ 

Seeing the glint of determination in Callista’s eyes, the 
sailor said, ‘‘But what will your mother have to say about 
that, boy? 

‘‘Ain’t got no mother. Been on me own since I was 
ten.”’ 

The sailor shook bis head. ‘‘Sorry about that, boy. 
What’s your name, lad?’’ 

“‘Cal—Cal—uh, Brummel, sir.’’ Callista answered 
haltingly, stumbling over her first name. Brummel had 
been the first name to flash through her mind. She blushed 
in confusion, and the sailor noted it. 

‘‘Cal Brummel. So your name’s the same as the famous 
Beau. Are you by chance a relation of his?’’ 

Callista quickly denied any kinship with the famous 
Beau Brummel and said with an air of indignation that 
she’d not be linked in any way to someone as foppish as 
Brummel, king’s favorite or no. 

‘‘No sir! I’m no relation to that sissy pants, and I’ll 
thank you to remember that. I’m a man, and I plan to have 
me a ship of me own someday. No dressing up and 
running about for me.”’ 

Slapping Callista on the shoulder with such. force that 
she nearly tumbled into the street, the sailor roared with 
laughter. ‘‘Cal, you’re a man after me own heart. You'll 
do all right in this world. Now about signing.on board a 
ship, I think my captain has need of a cabin boy. The last 
was lost overboard in a storm as we neared England.’’ The 
sailor shook his head as a frown marred. his brow, ‘‘Sad 
about that—he was a good lad, though none too bright. He 
disobeyed orders to stay below. That’s what happens when 
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you don’t follow orders. Either the captain gets you or the 
sea does.”’ 

Callista listened to the sailor with a growing sense of 
uneasiness. She knew that he was right and one had to 
obey all orders given on board ship or the captain would 
have the right to punish the seaman in any way he deemed 
fit. He was lord and master of his vessel while at sea. The 
captain acted as judge and jury; his word was law. No one 
went against him or else they would suffer the consequences. 
The majority of the sailing masters were fair men, but 
some were hard taskmasters and ruled their ships with the 
whip. 

Callista silently prayed that this seaman’s captain was 
one of the good men because she had no choice but to 
accept the sailor’s offer. 

She did let him know that she understood the dangers, 
then added, *‘l am man enough to obey orders though, 
when they’re given. And I’m willing to learn. I don’t want 
to be a cabin boy forever, but Pll take you up on yer 
offer.”’ 

The sailor laid his muscled arm across Callista’s thin 
shoulders. ‘‘P’ll drink to that, Cal. I’m Rawlings, first 
mate Josiah Rawlings from the ship the Peregrine. She is 
captained by Corbin Wolfram. He is a hard man but a fair 
one if you do your duty. Now let’s find a decent inn and 
drink to our voyage.”’ 

Callista walked companionably alongside the first mate 
as he directed them to the Inn across the street. Glancing 
up at the tall man beside her, Callista realized how fortu- 
nate she had been to meet Josiah Rawlings. He would be a 
powerful ally, muscular and spare with the look of a man 
who’d been toughened by years at sea. Still, he retained a 
gentle quality that would serve well to all he called friend. 
Would that he be her friend. 

The noise from the inn assaulted them before they’d 
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opened the door. Rawlings had indicated something a little 
more pleasant than the tavern across the street, but to 
Callista the one they now entered looked and sounded 
equally rowdy. However, she did note a subtle difference 
between the establishments. The patrons were not as ill- 
kempt nor as bad-mannered. The barmaids were not sprawled 
across the customer’s laps, yet Callista did note a pinch or 
two when the women served the tables. 

Callista gave silent thanks that the interior was dimly lit. 
Her shirt was still damp and kept clinging to her breasts. 
Furtively, she worked at the material to pull it away from 
her skin. She hoped Rawlings would find them a table in a 
shadowy comer where she would be less likely to be 
observed. Spying a table in the back of the room, Rawlings 
turned and said, ‘‘Cal, go on back, and Ill order us some 
ale.”’ 

Gratefully Callista obeyed. She slouched low in the 
chair as she seated herself and placed her elbows on the 
table in front of her. This action hid the shape of her 
breasts and made her look even more boyish than she 
appeared earlier. 

As Rawlings placed the brimming tankard in front of 
Callista, he looked at her closely. When they had talked in © 
the street, the lad had looked young, but now that he could 
see him better, Rawlings began to wonder once more 
about the age of his new cabin boy. ‘‘Cal, are you sure 
you’re nearly fourteen? You don’t look as if you have ever 
shaved.”’ 

Taking a large sip of the bitter ale and nearly choking, 
Callista eyed Rawlings defiantly. ‘‘I’m what I say, and Pd 
appreciate it, sir, if you’d quit doubting me word. You’re 
right that I’ve never shaved, but I don’t see that the use of 
a razor makes you any more the man. Don’t worry, sir, I'll 
pull me weight.’’ | 

‘Don’t get your bristles up, lad. I just wanted to make 
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sure. You do look awfully young.’’ Rawlings gave Calista 
a warm smile as he apologized. “‘Now, drink up laddy, it 
will be our last for a while. We have to report back to the 
ship before the hour is out. We set sail at dawn.”’ 

Callista obeyed the man and swallowed the bitter brew. 
She wiped the foam from her lips and did her best to give 
the impression that she enjoyed the horrid taste of the ale. 
She was anxious to learn the ship’s destination, but before 
Rawlings finished the long tale of his adventures at sea, 
the ale had begun to take effect. She yawned and propped 
her head on-her arms as she listened to the first mate. Her 
eyes became heavy, and Callista hardly noticed when 
Rawlings helped her to her feet, then picked her up and 
slung her limp body across his shoulder. 

Rawlings was also well into his cups before sailing or he 
might have noted the feminine curves that pressed against 
him as he carried the new cabin boy onto the Peregrine. 


Chapter Z 


oe day dawned clear and sunny, and Edwin’s spirits 
were high as his shiny black carriage traveled through the 
crowded streets of London toward his parents’ townhouse. 
He had had a wonderful night at the club. He’d won at 
whist and then at love. Edwin was completely fulfilled and 
felt in a lenient mood. He could go home and greet dear 
cousin Callista in a friendly manner. 

Edwin realized he’d made a mistake when he brutally 
assaulted the beautiful young woman. It had been her fault 
for refusing to agree to the marriage his mother had arranged, 
but he should not have lost his temper. Too much de- 
pended on the union of his half-caste cousin and the nich 
Lord Condor. Edwin had to make her realize the advan- 
tages of such a match. After their conversation the previ- 
ous night, Edwin knew the girl was not as stupid as he’d 
been led to believe. She might make good her threat to tell 
Lord Condor of the beating he had given her. 
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Callista meant nothing to Lord Condor, but Edwin knew 
that the man wanted her unblemished to use or abuse her 
as he saw fit. Edwin rubbed his smooth shaven cheek and 
flicked the fine lace at his throat as he made plans to make 
amends with his cousin. He would need her good will if he 
wanted Lord Condor’s help to further himself. 

The carriage came to a halt in front of the brick 
townhouse. Edwin’s steps were light as he jumped down 
and walked up the steps and into the house. He quickly 
divested himself of his elegant topcoat and cane and went 
into the drawing room in hopes of finding his mother. He 
was shocked at the sight that met his eyes. Nesseilda sat 
huddled in a chair, wiping tear-swollien eyes. 

Edwin came quickly to his mother’s side and took her 
into his arms. ‘‘Mama, what on earth has caused you such 
distress? You are ruining your beautiful face.”’ 

Nesseilda shook her head against her son’s chest and 
sobbed louder. ‘‘It won’t matter. Who cares about one’s 
complexion in prison? They say it turns gray when you’re 
locked in the cold, damp cells of Newgate.”’ 

‘‘Hush, mama. You’re talking nonsense. No one is 
going to put you in prison,’’ Edwin said as he tried to 
soothe his distraught mother. 

Sniffling and blowing her nose, Nesseilda managed to 
explain her distress. ““Yes, we will be in prison very soon. 
Lord Condor will put us there. That wretched Callista has 
ruined us. She has disappeared. We have searched the 
house and grounds thoroughly.’”’ 

Edwin’s calm expression evaporated, and his face paled. 
His voice quivered as he said, ‘‘You must be joking. Teil 
me you speak in jest, mama.”’ 

Nesseilda’s blond hair was a mass of tangles that fell 
about her face, and her voice trembled as she spoke. 
‘“How I wish that were true. Oh, Edwin! We will have to 
tell Lord Condor she is gone. Your father will not be back 
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until the last of the month. I was so hoping to have good 
news for him when he returned from France.’’ 

Edwin released his mother and sat down in a nearby 
chair, his delicate hands over his eyes. Nesseilda sup- 
pressed another sob. The room was silent as she watched 
and waited for Edwin to speak. As he lowered his hand 
and looked directly into her eyes, Nesseilda shivered. She 
had seen Edwin in many moods but none like this; it was 
deadly. 

‘‘Where could she have gone, mother, and how did she 
get out of the house?’’ 

Nesseilda lowered her eyes and nervously twisted the 
handkerchief in her hands, *‘The only way she could have 
escaped was down the old apple tree outside of her bed- 
room window. I have no idea where the chit could have 
gone. The only place would be back to Tantallon, but she 
has no money for passage.’’ 

‘*J’ll have to notify Lord Condor at once. We’ll need all 
the help that we can get to bring her back. She could be-in 
a dozen different places. I’ll go directly to his house and 
explain that we had nothing whatsoever to do with her 
leaving. But I promise you this, mother. I will find the 
little bitch, and she will pay for this. Mark my words, she 
will pay!’” Edwin slammed his fist against the arm of the 
chair, wishing it were Callista he’d struck. 

Relief brightened Nesseilda’s tear-splotched face as she 
said, ‘‘I know you will do the right thing, Edwin. You are 
such a dear boy and have always known what to do. If 
only your father had your common sense, we would not be 
in this predicament. Please try to make Lord Condor see 
that we are not at fault. Who could expect anything differ- 
ent from a gypsy brat. She is to blame—he must see that 
and not hold us responsible.’’ 

Edwin took his mother within his arms once more and 
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gently patted her on the back as though she were a child. 
‘*T will, mother. Don’t worry. Leave it all to me.’”’ 

When Edwin left, Nesseilda collapsed on the sofa, but 
shortly she rang for her maid. / must bathe and look 
presentable when Edwin returns. He needs my strength to 
support him during this time of trial, she thought. 

Nesseilda’s mind slowly slipped back to the past when 
she had been the foundation of the family. Her husband 
had always been a gambler and a wastrel, and it had been 
left to her to keep up appearances. That was the reason 
they were now in trouble with Lord Condor. She had 
mortgaged everything they possessed to him—including 
Tantallon, which was not theirs to give—for money to 
sustain their extravagant way of living. Then Lord Condor 
threatened exposure unless she arranged a marriage be- 
tween himself and her niece. She simply had had no 
choice. But what would happen to them when Lord Con- 
dor learned of Callista’s escape? Nesseilda wondered, her 
mind precariously balanced between sanity and madness. 


In the study of Lord Condor’s townhouse, Edwin waited 
anxiously for the coming interview with him. The palms of 
his hands were wet, and he fidgeted nervously in his chair. 
He was unaware of the beautiful room with its rich panel- 
ing and oriental rugs covering the polished parquet floors. 
The leather-bound volumes that lined the shelves held no 
interest, and the comfortable winged chair held no comfort. 

All his thoughts were on what would happen to his 
family and himself. If his parents were locked away in 
debtors’ prison, Edwin knew there would be no way in 
which he might succeed with his political ambitions. He 
had to find a means of keeping Lord Condor’s favor. If it 
meant begging on bended knee, Edwin would do it. The 
thought was distasteful, but then anytime he had to bow to 
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authority was unpleasant to the spoiled and pampered only 
child of the Dirksens. 

Lord Condor came briskly into the study. He was an- 
gered by Edwin’s presumptuous behavior. The young man 
was entirely too forward to suit Lord Condor. He was 
determined to give the young rascal a set-down so he 
would not again attempt to rise above his station. Glancing 
at Edwin’s seated figure, he sarcastically said, ‘“Will you 
not have a seat, Edwin? Your business must be of great 
urgency, for you to intrude upon my time without per- 
mission.”’ 

Edwin was immediately aware of his faux pas. He’d not 
risen when the fastidious lord had entered the room. 
Already in a conciliatory position, he faced alienating 
Condor further once the purpose of his visit was revealed. 
Edwin’s mouth was dry, the words would not come. With 
fingers tugging at his cravat, his pale eyes pleaded silently 
for Condor’s understanding. But Condor was too irritated 
to relieve his caller’s discomfort. 

‘‘Edwin, have you lost your voice or all of your senses? 
You know I am a busy man. So if you have something to 
say, then say it and be gone.’’ 

The tone of Condor’s voice loosened Edwin’s tongue. He 
was not a fool, and his anger began to seethe beneath the 
cowardly demeanor. ‘‘Callista has vanished, my Lor am 
he said finally. ‘‘I thought it best to come directly and 
notify you of the fact.’’ 

Lord Condor had begun to rise from his chair, but on 
hearing Edwin’s explanation, he sat once more. Silently he 
regarded the young man. It was the calm before the storm. 
Edwin watched with gathering apprehension. He knew that 
this man could destroy his family if he chose. 

Lord Condor’s fury exploded as he stood and slammed 
his fist down on the polished surface of the desk. ‘“What 
do you mean, vanished? Damn you to hell. You will 
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explain what has happened to Callista if I have to wring 
your foppish neck. Now tell me.”’ 

Gesturing helplessly with his hands and shaking his 
head from side to side, Edwin spoke as evenly as possible. 
‘‘Sir, what I told you is all | know. Sometime during the 
night she climbed from her bedroom window and left the 
grounds. We have searched the entire area, and she ts 
nowhere to be found. That is the reason for my unexpected 
visit. I have come to ask for your help in locating my 
cousin. There are so many dangers that a young woman 
can encounter on the streets of London.”’ 

A choleric expression distorted Lord Condor’s face. His 
blue eyes became like cold bits of stone, as he glared at 
Edwin. ‘‘To hell with the dangers of London. They are 
minor compared to what will happen to you if we do not 
find your cousin. We both know how concerned you are 
for her safety so let’s play no more games. Where do you 
think the little bitch has gone? I think it would be logical 
to assume she booked passage back to Scotland.’’ 

Feeling more at ease, Edwin flicked the lace at his throat 
as he straightened in the chair. “‘Your assumption would 
be right except for the small matter of money. Callista has 
none. But I would suggest the first place to search would 
be the docks. Knowing the temperament of that half-gypsy 
brat, she might try to stowaway or do something equally 
foolish. I would put nothing past my dear cousin at this 
moment, for she had me completely fooled.’’ 

Lord Condor’s lips thinned to a knowing smirk. “‘Yes, 
you are right, Edwin, though | would never have imagined 
the meek young thing who had dined here could do some- 
thing as rash as this. But it will not take us long to find her 
and bring my sweet, young bride to the altar.’’ 

Edwin wiped the light film of perspiration from his 
brow with his lace handkerchief..The deep lines of worry 
that creased his brow eased as he let his breath escape in 
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relief. ‘‘My Lord, } hope you do-not hold any fault with 
my family. We did everything in our power to assure the 
wedding would take place. Callista had made it clear that 
she-did not want to continue with the plans, and I took the 
precaution of locking her door. I see that I should have 
been more watchful. I do accept the blame for that, but I 
beg you not to harbor ill will toward my mother and father. 
I have promised to find my cousin and bring her back. I 
will do that if at all possible.”’ 

Lord Condor settled back in his chair and casually sur- 
veyed his manicured nails. Edwin pleaded prettily for his 
family, but for some reason other than that which he’d 
said. Leaning his elbows on the desk as he eyed the young 
man, Condor asked, *‘Why should I not hold you and your 
parents responsible? You were. As for not harboring ill will, 
that is yet to be seen. You are not off the hook, my dear 
young man, but I shall be lenient with you. If your cousin 
is returned, I will place no blame. But should that not 
happen, then you will suffer the consequences. Now good | 
day to you, sir. You may show yourself to the door.’’ 

As soon as Edwin made his exit, Lord Condor rang for 
his butler and instructed him to send to the Flaming Tree 
Ale House for a man called Jack Reaper. He was to be 
shown in as soon as he arrived. 

Lord Condor felt quite secure now that he’d sent for the 
rogue. He opened the desk drawer and withdrew a map of 
the eastern coast of Scotland. With his finger he traced a 
path across the document to a small spot near Edinburgh. 
Tantallon, he thought. If I have lost it because of that fool, 
he will pay with his life. 

As he slid the map back into the drawer, another piece 
of paper-blocked its way. Taking it from its receptacle, he 
unfolded the sheet. It was the stock option for the railroad. 
Only certain individuals were privileged enough to receive 
such options. Condor had obtained his because he had 
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promised to deliver certain lands that he possessed and 
hoped to possess in the future—-Tantallon being one such 
property. The railroad wanted to put its right of way 
through that part of Scotland so as to gain easier access to 
Edinburgh. Condor also wanted the tracks in the area for 
his own needs. He’d never been a man to risk financial 
fortune to a single factor. 

Leaning back in the soft leather chair, he drummed his 
fingers on the shiny top of the desk. His eyes crinkled at 
the corners as he chuckled to himself, ‘‘Yes, there’s more 
than one way to get what you want.”’ 

Before the hour was out, Jack Reaper sat across from 
Lord Condor. The two men were entirely different in 
appearance, yet their personalities were bound by similarities. 
Both were devious and would stop at nothing to achieve 
their aims. What set them apart was the way in which each 
accomplished his purpose. Jack was willing to carry out 
any tactic, including the most heinous detail Condor 
devised. Condor himself could afford the luxury of merely 
designing the tactic and never being forced to sully his 
hands with its more gruesome aspects. Thus, Condor used 
Jack's talents to accomplish those things he preferred not 
to be associated with, and Jack received golden rewards 
for his services. Condor was generous with underlings who 
performed well—whether it entailed the murder of an old 
enemy or the robbery of some fine house that contained 
something of value to Condor. Jack had done nearly every- 
thing of a criminal nature in Condor’s employ, and a 
certain respect existed between the two men. The elder 
nobleman envied his cipher. Were his position in society 
less, Condor would have taken great pleasure in witnessing 
the performance of his handiwork. 

Condor watched the younger man as he sat across from 
him, secure in the trust they shared. Reaper would perform 
the task set before him efficiently, and while he was 
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expensive, Condor would regain tenfold the investment 
when Tantalion was his. 

Condor leaned forward and scratched his chin. His eyes 
glinted with mirth. *‘Well, Jack, I see that you’re still the 
same rogue you’ve always been.”’ 

The face that returned Condor’s smile was surprisingly 
handsome. No one would have suspected that the genteel, 
attractive man with soft green eyes was anything but a 
well-bred and decent sort. His features were regular except 
for his nose, which was slightly crooked, as though it had 
been broken earlier in the man’s life. Amazingly, his skin 
was smooth and without the blemishes of sickness and 
those other signs that might have indicated a life led in the 
gutters. Perhaps his countenance was the very reason that 
he was so adept at his occupation. 

‘Aye, yer Lordship, I will never change. How else 
would I live so well? I’ve no fancy title to put before me 
name so I manage as I know how.’” 

Condor chuckled and nodded his balding head. “*Yes, I 
know, Jack, and I’m glad that it’s to my advantage that 
your talents are put to use. I have a job for you, and it will 
be the most important one that | have ever given you.” 

Jack’s eyes brightened, and a small grin tugged at the 
comers of his full lips. ‘‘It will cost ye.” 

‘“‘Pm quite aware of how you work, Jack, and this time 
money will be no object.’’ Condor took a leather pouch 
from his desk drawer and tossed it to Jack. 

Jack lifted the elegantly embossed pouch in his hand and 
weighed it. Satisfied, he nodded, ‘‘I am at your service, 
me Lord.”’ 

Lord Condor proceeded to explain the events leading up 
to the mission he had planned. As he finished, Jack said, 
‘As I see it, me Lord, you want her back one way or the 
other. Am | right?’’ 

‘That assumption is correct, Jack. Her foolish cousin is 
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now searching the waterfront for her. He thinks she may 
try to go back to Tantallon. If he finds nothing, we will 
begin our. own search in earnest.”” 

*“That may be, but I think I shall make a few inquiries 
myself. I don’t expect a dandy like that will find out 
much.’’ Stuffing the bag of money into his pocket and 
then patting it with loving fingers, Jack continued, *‘If 
you'll excuse me, me Lord, I will be-about my business.”’ 
Bowing deeply before Condor, Jack silently made a grace- 
ful exit. 

Condor watched Jack walk across the room and open the 
door. The man always intrigued him. He moved with such 
ease for someone with so muscular a build. And, like a 
chameleon, he could play any part he chose. One moment 
he talked and acted like a country bumpkin or a gutter- 
snipe, and next, when he needed to, his speech and move- 
ments would become those of a gentleman. Anyone who 
didn’t know him would never be the wiser. Condor smiled 
and leaned back in his chair. Jack is an enigma, he 
thought, but he gets the job done. 


As the dark shadows of night extended across the city, 
Edwin was still searching the waterfront for his cousin. He 
had asked questions all afternoon at every tavern and inn 
near the docks, but he’d found no answers. Dirty, tired, 
and smelling like the inside of a tavern, Edwin entered the 
Flaming Tree Ale House to refresh himself and ask more 
seemingly fruitless questions. It was beginning to appear 
that Callista had vanished from the face of the earth. 

Seating himself at a rough-hewn table, Edwin ordered 
wine. While he waited, he observed the assembled clientele. 
He had noted that each of the taverns attracted a different 
sort of person—rogues in some places, sailors in others—as 
though a stratifying order pertained for the different classes. 
The Flaming Tree Ale House, he noted, catered to ruffians, 
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those willing to do anything for a pence. Hired assassins 
were easily found among the populace of the taverns, as 
were thieves, muggers, and pickpockets. As in each tavern, 
the Flaming Tree Ale House had its share of hariots to 
service their customers. They served as barmaids until 
called forth by the-lure of a few extra pence to perform 
more personal tasks. 

Watching the women flaunt themselves at the men turned 
Edwin’s stomach. He much preferred the hard flesh of his 
male cohorts to the soft flabby body of the female. Edwin’s 
senses were further assaulted by the large-breasted wench 
who served his wine. Casually she ran fat fingers through 
his golden hair. ‘‘Lor’ Guvner, that’s like touch’n gold. 
Do ye need a wench tnight? Yer so purty that I’d 
not charge ye so much.”’ 

Edwin’s expression clearly showed his contempt. His 
eyes narrowed, and his lips pouted his disgust. The barmaid 
did not heed the warning, but settled herself on his lap and 
pressed his face between the two heavy mounds of flesh, 
barely covered by her peasant blouse. The heavy musk 
scent and the smell of her unwashed body made Edwin’s 
stomach heave, and he brutally threw her from him. The 
barmaid sprawled on the floor, her skirt settling around her 
hips, exposing her unsightly thighs. The breasts that had 
been concealed by the blouse were now exposed, for it had 
only taken a slight movement to dislodge them from the 
thin material. 

The harlot was stunned for a moment, but recovered 
quickly to spout a vocabulary of invectives known only too 
well by such as she. The queasiness of Edwin’s stomach 
settled and was replaced by white hot anger. His nerves 
were already stretched to the limit. His interview with 
Lord Condor and his search for Callista had taken their 
toll. 

He longed to release all the built-up tension on the 


20 


CALLISTA 


whore at his feet and drew back his hand to strike the 
painted face before him. As he brought his hand forward, 
it was caught in a viselike grip. Edwin quickly faced the 
man. ‘‘What the hell?’’ he spat as he eyed the intruder. 
More sturdily built than Edwin, the man held Edwin’s 
slender wrist in one powerful hand. ‘‘I wouldn’t do that 
now, sir. The hag ain’t worth yer life, now is she?’’ 

Glancing about, Edwin understood the man’s meaning. 
Every eye in the place watched him. Their feelings quite 
obviously rested with the harlot. The fancily dressed dandy 
was an outsider. If this man had not stopped him, Edwin 
knew his life would have been taken there upon the dirty 
floor whereas now only his wine had been splattered. 

The man looked down at the woman. “‘Be gone with ye. 
Don’t ye see there’s no work here. There’s plenty awanting 
ye without all this ruckus.’’ 

The harlot scrambled to her feet and made her way 
across the room. She wanted to put as much distance 
between her and Jack Reaper as she could. He had a gentle 
look about him, but if you were fool enough to cross him, 
you'd find out differently. 

Edwin smiled at the man and said, ‘‘I guess you’re 
right, and I thank you for stepping in. It was foolish to let 
the bitch anger me. Can I buy you some wine or ale to 
show my gratitude?”’ 

“Aye, that would quench me thirst. Me name’s Jack 
Reaper, what’s yers?’’ Jack said’ as he settled himself at 
the table. “‘Now what’s a fine gent like you doing down 
here in the gutters?’’ 

Edwin smiled at the man across from him. His openness 
and his honest face made Edwin relaxed. ‘“‘I’m Edwin 
Dirksen and I’m looking for my cousin. However, I’m 
beginning to believe that it’s as stupid an action as was 
striking the harlot. I came in here to refresh myself and to 
ask more senseless questions.”’ 


21 


Cordia Byers 


‘*So ye be looking for yer cousin. Be it male or female?’’ 

‘‘Female.’’ Edwin said as he sipped the less than satis- 
factory wine. 

‘‘Well now, what would a young girl be doing on the 
waterfront? If she came down here, she wouldn’t last the 
night. She’d either be raped and dead, or taken to some 
whorehouse to serve the sailors. If you haven’t found her 
yet, you won’t find her after the night settles. Too many 
end up in the river, or worse.”’ Jack watched the young 
dandy virtually disintegrate before his eyes. His handsome 
features crumpled as his smile faded and the utter futility 
of his mission finally registered. 

‘You're right. I’ve known that since early this afternoon. 
I’ve seen £00 much today to think otherwise. But I had to 
keep trying.’’ 

A frown of worry creased Edwin’s brow as he stood and 
nervously flicked the lace at his cuff. ‘‘Again, my thanks, 
but I have an appointment that I must keep. Good day to 
you, sir.”’ 

Jack’s eyes glowed with mirth as he watched Edwin’s 
departure. He could now report to Lord Condor that the 
woman was still missing. And that he had convinced 
Edwin that further searching would be futile. Reaper liked 
doing things his own way, and he wanted no interference 
from any source, least of all from the foppish young 
Edwin. He’d served Jack’s purpose by telling him the 
results of his search. Had it not been for that bit of 
information, Jack would have enjoyed watching the young 
snob torn apart by the crowd in the tavern. 

With a rueful shrug of his broad shoulders, Jack called 
to the barmaid, ‘‘Bring me wine, wench.’’ As the hefty 
young woman bent to set the drink before him, Jack ran 
his hand under her skirt and up her thigh. He pinched her 
bare buttocks and murmured, ‘‘Now that you’ve quenched 
my thirst, what else can you quench for me, lovie?’’ She 


22 


CALLISTA 


giggled as she slid onto his lap, rubbing against the hard 
bulge that had formed in his britches. Throwing her arms 
about Jack’s neck, she kissed him and offered her throat 
and bosom to his hungry mouth. 

Jack would enjoy the wine and the company for the 
night. Tomorrow he would begin his search for the young 
woman who had caused so much trouble. He would bring 
her back to Condor or kill her. Little did it matter to Jack 
Reaper which way it happened. He would be well paid 
whatever the outcome. Condor had not made Jack privy to 
why he needed his services, but that was no concern of 
Jack’s. He grinned as he thought of Edwin Dirksen. If the 
young man gave Lord Condor any trouble, then Jack 
would have another job to do. Sliding his lips down the 
barmaid’s throat, he thought, More gold for me. 


Edwin shifted nervously from foot to foot as he stood 
before the heavily carved door to Lord Condor’s mansion. 
He did not relish the prospects of the interview that was 
about to take place. His hand shook as he hesitated before 
taking the knocker. This morning he had been afraid to tell 
Condor of Callista’s escape. Now he was terrified to admit 
that he had found no trace of her in his search. 

As he knocked on the solid panel, the sound echoed 
loudly through Edwin’s taut nerves. His knees weak, his 
step unsteady, he was shown into Lord Condor’s study. 
Edwin bowed to the older man seated behind the desk. 
‘‘Good evening, my Lord.”’ 

Condor eyed him disdainfully. “‘I see that you have 
once again forgotten your manners. Did I not tell you this 
morning that interviews are granted by appointment? Or do 
you have news of the girl?’’ 

**Sir, that is the reason I came at this late hour. I’m 
sorry that in my concern for your feelings I have once 
again been lacking. However I thought it best for me to let 
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you know that I have failed in my quest. I have not found 
any clue to Callista’s whereabouts and am not likely to do 
so. I have searched the waterfront thoroughly, but no one ° 
has seen anyone of her description. I now come to plead . 
for mercy for my family and myself.”’ 

Lord Condor waved Edwin to a chair, secretly enjoying 
the game. Only a few hours before, Edwin had been the 
polished dandy. Now he sat slumped in the chair with the - 
grime of the gutter still on his face and clothes. 

The despair that emanated from Edwin pleased Condor. 
He could not have planned things better. Edwin’s plea for 
mercy fell into Condor’s scheme perfectly. He ran his 
fingers over his chin as he leaned back in the chair. ‘*You 
plead for leniency and expect me to do all of the giving. 
What are you willing to exchange for my beneficence?”’ 

Bewildered, Edwin gazed at Lord Condor. *“‘Sir, you 
know my position clearly. I have nothing to give in return 
for your charity. Callista, as you are aware, was our last 
chance to redeem the mortgages.’’ 

Lord Condor smiled cynically at Edwin. *““You have a 
way, my boy.”’ 

Perplexed, Edwin raised his brow as he ran his fingers 
through his golden hair. ‘‘How, my Lord?”’ 

Lord Condor placed his finely polished boots upon the 
desk and surveyed the man in front of him. He propped his 
elbows 6n the arms of the chair and folded his hands 
across his slightly protruding stomach as if in prayer. “‘Are 
you Callista’s heir should anything untoward occur before 
she marries and bears children?’’ 

Edwin nodded his assent eagerly as he began to sense a 
means of redemption. _ 

‘‘You then will be the owner of Tantallon. You can 
deed it to me in the event that some unfortunate accident 
befalls your dear cousin. Will you do it?’’ Condor asked. 

Astounded at his own stupidity for not thinking of it 
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himself, Edwin was unable to speak for a few moments. 
Relief settled about him like a soft blanket. In the back of 
his mind, he felt a nagging suspicion that Lord Condor 
was playing him for a fool, but he would not tempt fate 
and reject the offer. His voice had a certain awestruck 
quality as he said, ‘“Yes, my Lord. | will sign any papers 
that you have to assure your possession of Tantallon.’’ 

- Smugly, Condor handed the papers to Edwin, who signed 
his name without even a glance at the contents of the 
documents. “‘Now if your cousin returns, all will be 
well—as it will be even should she not survive her travels.”’ 

Folding the papers, Condor continued, “‘You may go 
about your business as usual. You may notify your parents 
of these proceedings. If they have any objections, you can 
be assured that I will not feel the slightest hesitation in 
calling forth the authorities.”’ 

Edwin stood and bowed to Condor as he shook his head. 
‘‘I’m sure that will be unnecessary. They will be pleased 
with the arrangements. I thank you, my Lord, for your 
understanding. If you will excuse me, I must go and tell 
mother.”’ 

Edwin leaned against the front door and took several 
breaths of cool evening air. His suspicions had grown 
within the last few minutes, but he was too much of a 
coward to say anything about them. No matter, he thought, 
for the moment I am free, and I plan to stay that way. 
Even though he felt cheated, Edwin’s steps were lighter as 
he descended the steps to his carriage. 


While Edwin savored his near destruction, Lord Condor 
was no less delighted over his victory. He had known he 
would win, but he still enjoyed each little step along the 
way toward triumph. Edwin had been as soft as clay in his 
powerful hands, so malleable. The young man would have 
sold his soul and those of his family to keep his reputation 
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from being ruined. Signing Tantallon away had been a 
small matter to the stupid boy. Condor smiled as he tapped, 
the paper in the drawer. Edwin would have a seizure were 
he to know of the railroad. However, if he had known of 
Tantallon’s other assets, he would surely have killed him- 
self for so easily giving up his rights to the land. 

Condor took the maps once more from the drawer. 
Laying them side by side, he gazed down at them. One he 
had received a couple of months earlier from a geological 
company after it had tested the lands of Tantallon and 
found rich deposits of coal. The other map set forth plans 
for the railroad. Condor could not contain his delight. 
Good fortune had indeed come his way. 

The next morning when Reaper visited Lord Condor, he 
received an explanation of Edwin’s visit and Condor’s 
thanks. Smiling at the younger man, Condor said, ‘I now 
have Tantallon and we can proceed with our plan.”’ 

Jack gazed at Lord Condor with his bright green eyes 
and grinned, ‘‘Which shall it be, my Lord? A wife or a 
corpse?”’ 

Condor did not hesitate. ‘‘I want her dead.”’ 

‘It may take some time to find her, my Lord.”’ 

Condor slammed his palm on the desk. ‘‘I don’t care. 
Find her and do the job that I pay you to do. Don’t worry 
about the expense. However, Jack, the major portion of 
your fee will not come to you until I have proof of her 
death. While you are about your work, I shall also be 
about mine on Tantallon.’’ 

Condor extended his hand to Jack. ‘“When you succeed, 
you will have reaped a fortune for us both.”’ 

Jack took the proffered hand. While they worked together, 
there were no class barriers. ‘‘I will do my best, sir. Don’t 
worry about a thing.”’ 
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le sound of the waves lapping at the hull of the 
Peregrine roused Callista from a deep sleep. She opened 
her eyes to the darkness of the cargo hold. Disoriented and 
uncertain of where she was, she sat up quickly only to be 
assailed by waves of nausea and dizziness and a sharp pain 
that shot through her temples. Callista held her head and 
squeezed her eyes shut, but the throbbing continued. After 
a few moments she warily opened one eye and peered once 
more into the dimness, trying to assemble her thoughts. 
As the memory of the previous night came to her, 
Callista realized she was on the clipper Peregrine. She 
couldn’t remember coming on board, but assumed the first 
mate had brought her. Stretching her aching limbs as her 
eyes began to adjust to the darkness, Callista saw a small 
crack of light above. She made her way cautiously across 
the rough floorboards. Small splinters pricked her bare 
feet, and she searched her waistband for her slippers, only 
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to find them gone. Their disappearance did not worry her. 
For the moment, her main concern was the destination of 
the ship. She could feel the gentle swaying and knew they 
had already set sail. 

Tucking her rich mane of ebony hair back beneath the 
sailor hat and adjusting the large shirt to conceal her 
feminine assets, Callista slowly ascended the wooden steps. 
She pushed against the hatch, and it moved easily. The 
area now filled with light was revealed to be a space filled 
to capacity with barrels, crates, and all manner of boxes 
arranged to insure them safe, dry passage. 

Carefully, silently, Callista opened the hatch further on 
its hinges and glanced about furtively. With a sigh of 
relief, she realized she was still below deck and away from 
prying eyes. She caught the scent of freshly baked bread 
and slowly followed it down the passageway to the galley. 
She crept to the door and peered in. No one was visible, 
but she heard a coarse voice raised loudly in song coming 
from the adjoining room. As she watched, a portly man 
with huge arms and a black beard entered the room, 
carrying a large sack. He dumped his burden on the table 
and slit it open with a large carving knife retrieved from 
his belt. He filled an enormous kettle with the dried peas 
from the sack, all the while singing and adding additional 
lyrics of his own. 

Amazed by both the sight and sound of the man, Callista 
neglected to keep her presence hidden, and as the man’s 
gaze swept the doorway, his dark eyes found hers. ‘“Who 
do you be?’’ he asked as he came forward, still holding the 
evil-looking knife. 

Callista’s mind did not register his words, for her eyes 
were held captive by the knife. A cold sweat broke out on 
her forehead as she backed away slowly. The cook shouted 
as she dashed down the passageway and up a flight of 
steps to the main deck. Callista burst forth into the bright 
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morning sun, colliding with a hard, muscular form that 
sent her sprawling to the deck. Still terrified, Callista tried 
to scramble to her feet and flee as the man bounded from 
the hatch and onto the deck. A strong hand placed firmly 
on her shoulder stopped her. 

Callista gazed up at the most handsome man she had 
ever scen. His deeply tanned complexion gave him a rough 
and brawny look. His hair was black with accents of gray 
at the temples. The man’s brows were of the same rich 
color but finely arched above thick, curling lashes that 
surrounded the most devastating blue eyes. They were the 
sort of deep sapphire color that leaps from the depths of a 
roaring fire. She drew in her breath as she looked into their 
cold penetrating depths. Callista forcefully pulled her eyes 
from his magnetic gaze and studied his face. His nose was 
straight with thin, slightly flaring nostrils. His lips were 
well formed and seemed to add sensuality to his face even 
though they were now set in a firm line. As he spoke, his 
voice was rich and deep, but his words were harsh. *“What 
in the devil is this? What are you doing on my ship? Are 
you a stowaway? Answer me, you little fool!’’ 

Callista trembled with fear and blushed as she got to her 
feet. She hunched her shoulders to hide her well-formed 
breasts and hung her head as she answered, *‘I’m yer cabin 
boy, sir.”” 

‘*The devil you say. I didn’t hire you on this ship.”’ 

Shuffling nervously from one bare foot to the other, 
Callista mumbled, *‘No, sir, yer first mate Mister Rawlings 
did.?’ 

Shouting over Callista’s bowed head, the captain ordered, 
‘*First mate Rawlings on deck at once.’’ 

Rawlings stood at attention beside Callista and saluted 
his captain as he said, ‘“Rawlings at your service, sir.”’ 

Eying his first mate with his cold blue gaze, the captain 
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asked, ‘‘Rawlings, this young man says you hired him on 
as cabin boy. Is that true?’’ 

Glancing down at Callista, Rawlings looked puzzled for 
a moment and then looked sheepishly at his captain, a man 
whom he respected. but sometimes feared. Swallowing 
hard, he answered firmly, ‘‘Yes, sir, captain, I did.’ 

‘‘By God, Rawlings, I could have you whipped for this. 
What ever made you do such a thing without permission, 
sir?’’ His voice was loud, seeming to carry to the farthest 
reaches of the ship, and Rawlings could not remember 
when Corbin Wolfram had been this angry with him. 

‘Pm sorry, sir, but I can only blame it.on the drink. I 
had too much ale last night. The lad said he wanted to sign 
on with a ship, and I knew we needed a cabin boy so I told 
him he could ship out with us. I know that I took too. much 
upon myself, sir, and there is no excuse. We drank to our 
new acquaintance, and the lad passed out. I brought him 
on board last night and didn’t remember it till just now. 
Ili take any punishment that you deem fit, sir.’’ 

‘Rawlings, I think you had better watch the drink from 
now on, before you begin to believe you're the captain of 
this ship. For the moment I will. delay your punishment 
until we see how this lad works out. He’s your responsibility .- 
To me he looks a little young and far too frail to be of any 
use on board, but since we are short-handed, I'll give him 
a chance. However, I warn you Rawlings, you had better 
keep on your toes, or it will be your hide. Now return to 
your duties.’ Glancing at the robust cook, the captain 
ordered, ““Take the lad and see that he gets fed, then show 
him his duties in the galley.’’ 

“‘Aye, sir. Come, lad, ye’ve work to do. No time to 
stand around. We’ve a long journey ahead of us, and the 
quicker ye learn yer duties the easier it will be on all of us. 
Now move it. ‘“The cook shook the knife in the direction 
of the galley, and Callista quickly obeyed. 
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As she fled before the cook, Callista failed to note the 
frown that formed between the captain’s brows. The lad 
does seem a bit odd, he thought. His movements are not 
what one usually expects from a boy of that age, but who 
knows what the slums of London will produce. If he had 
come from America, it would have been a different story. 
Captain Wolfram shrugged his wide shoulders, dismissing 
all thought of the boy as he made his way back to his cabin 
to finish charting the course for home. 


The cook moved busily about the galley as Callista 
gratefully sopped up the last of the brown gravy that had 
covered the fresh beef. ‘‘You’d better enjoy it to the last 
drop, lad. It will be the last of the fresh beef ye’ll see for a 
long while. We have a hog and some chickens on board, 
but they will go quickiy with these sailors. Before we 
reach port, we’ll be eating hard tack and weevily biscuits.”’ 

Callista could hardly swallow the last delicious bite as 
she envisioned their future meals. She had no idea how 
she’d survive the rigors of life at sea, but she had little 
doubt that she’d find a way. Licking her fingers of their 
slight greasiness, Callista asked, ‘“Where is the ship bound?”’ 

The cook cocked his head, raised an eyebrow, and 
gazed at her as though she were a fool. And fool she did 
seem. 

‘“You mean you signed on a ship and don’t even know 
yer destination?”’ 

““W-well . . . n-not exactly,’’ Callista said, ashamed to 
admit she had passed out before she’d got that information 
from Rawlings. 

‘*We’re headed for Savannah, Georgia,’’ the cook said, 
shaking his head. ‘‘That’s in the States if ye don’t know 
it 

Callista came abruptly to her feet, her chair tumbling to 
the floor. *“The States. It can’t be. I have to go to Scotland.”’ 


31 


Cordia Byers 


‘Well, lad, ye’ve taken the long way round if that’s yer 
intention.’’ Wiping his floured hands on the big apron, the 
cook chuckled to himself and pointed to a huge pile of 
dirty pans. ‘‘Clean those and then the captain’s cabin. 
After that ye can scrub the galley floor. When yer through 
with that, we'll find something else for ye to do.”’ : 

Without comment, Callista attacked the greasy pans, her 
mind reeling with thoughts of the ship’s destination. She 
had no wish to go to America, but there was no way short 
of exposing herself to make that wish known. Shrugging 
her shoulders, she dipped her hands into the soapy water 
and resigned herself to her fate. She was the cabin boy of 
the Peregrine and knew that the duties that lay before her 
would not be easy. Callista Knew she would have to do 
them well if she ever hoped to make the return voyage as a 
member of the Peregrine’s crew. 

By midafternoon, Callista’s once smooth, white hands 
were blistered and red from the harsh soap that she had 
used to scrub the floor. Her back ached from lifting the 
wooden buckets of water. The cook was busy elsewhere 
when she’d finished, and she slipped from the galley to the 
main deck to enjoy a breath of the sweet, fresh air. Callista 
leaned against the rail and inhaled deep breaths as she 
gazed out at the blue waters. She felt tired yet content. She 
loved the feel of the breeze against her skin and the slight 
spray of the salty water. It reminded her of Tantallon 
where she had walked the tall, granite cliffs and watched 
the fishing boats come home from their daily excursions. 
How she longed for her home. The distant horizon changed 
to that of her beloved home. She could see Bass Island 
standing magnificent in the firth. Her nanny waved from 
the cliffs of Tantallon to the occupants of a small boat. For 
a brief moment Callista wondered who the four passengers 
were as the boat came to rest on the sandy beach below 
her home. She could see a man and a woman and two small 
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boys. As Callista tried to make out their faces, the vision 
faded, and she once more looked out at the barren horizon 
of the Atlantic. She shook her head and realized she had 
had one of her strange dreams. She called them that, for 
she had no other explanation. Since early childhood Callista 
had experienced the dreams, whether awake or asleep. She 
had always accepted them as simply the figments of her 
imagination until recently, when several of the episodes 
had actually happened. Callista had gone to her nanny and 
asked about the strange experiences. The woman had made 
the Sign of the Cross and shook her head. “‘It’s the veil, 
my child, and the gypsy blood that runs in your veins. The 
young Laird told me of it when he brought you back 
home. The midwives of the Romany’s would have let you 
die had not your mother taken her last bit of strength to 
cleanse your face of it. Now you have the sight. You 
cannot control it, but beware, my lass. It can help you or 
put you into danger if you do not heed the warnings. It is 
best that we speak no more of it, for there are those 
besides the gypsies who think those with the gift witches.’’ 

A frown marred Callista’s smooth brow as she thought 
of what her nanny had called ‘‘the gift.’’ She didn’t see 
that it served any purpose, or she would not be where she 
was now. If it was a gift, she would have seen all that was 
to happen to her and could have avoided much misery. She 
would not have placed herself so meekly into her Aunt 
Nesseilda’s scheme to marry her to Lord Condor. Nor 
would Edwin have beaten her. The strenuous work had 
irritated the healing flesh of her back, and it had begun to 
pain her. Edwin had tried to conquer her spirit, and though 
it did not shine as brightly as it once had, it had not left 
her. She knew that now. 

“Cal Brummel.”’ 

‘‘Cal Brummel,’’ the first mate said again and finally 
touched Callista’s shoulder to draw her attention. ‘‘Cal, 
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what are you dreaming about, lad? The day you have your 
own ship?”’ 

‘Aye, sir. It will be a long while in coming, but it will 
happen,’’ Callista said nervously, aware she’d not recog- 
nized her assumed name. 

**Has the cook shown you your duties, lad?’’ 

Callista nodded. ‘‘Aye, sir.”’ 

‘“Well and good. I can tell you that for a few moments 
this morn I thought we were goners. The captain is a good 
man but very strict. He don’t like anyone usurping his 
authority, and I don’t rightly blame him. That could lead 
to serious trouble. I’m still not in the clear yet. -If you 
don’t work out, this might be my last voyage on the 
Peregrine.” 

The first mate’s auburn hair glimmered with gold lights, 
. and his soft brown eyes gazed worriedly down at Callista. 
The man was in trouble because of her, and Callista 
regretted having involved him. Squinting against the sun, 
Callista smiled and tried to reassure him. ‘‘Sir, I’m going 
to be the best cabin boy you have ever seen. That, I 
promise you. I won’t disappoint you or your captain.”’ 

Rawlings placed a calloused hand on Callista’s shoulder 
and gave her a gentle smile, ‘‘I’m sure you will, lad, but 
be careful for both our sakes. Captain Wolfram can be 
harsh if he sees fit.’’ 

Callista knew every word he spoke was truth. She had 
seen the fire in captain Wolfram’s eyes. Shivering slightly 
with the memory, she thought, 7’// do my best for you and 
myself, Josiah Rawlings. You have been kind to me, and I 
wouldn’t want that man angry with either of us. 

Callista glanced over Rawlings shoulder to where the 
captain stood staring out at the sea. His hands were clasped 
behind his back, and his legs were spread wide so that he 
appeared a part of the ship itself. He wore a soft white 
shirt, open to the waist, revealing a hard muscled chest. 


34 


CALLISTA 


His body was lean, and he seemed like a giant built of 
nothing but muscle from his broad tanned chest and flat 
stomach to his slim hips and muscular thighs. No, she 
thought, / don’t want you angry with me. 

‘*Sir, I had better get back to the galley so I can begin to 
prove myself to you and your captain,’’ Callista said as 
she moved toward the hatch. 

‘‘Where ye been, ye lazy little bastard?’’ the cook asked 
angrily as Callista entered the galley. 

‘‘T went on deck to get some air,’’ Callista said as she 
began to peel the potatoes for the stew. 

‘‘T can be a fair man, but don’t try me patience too far, 
lad. When everything is done is when ye go on deck for 
air. Now remember that, uh—what’s yer name anyway?”’ 

‘Cal Brummel.”’ 

Grim-faced, the cook lifted a huge caldron full of beef 
onto the stove as he gruffly said, ‘“‘Well, now Mister 
Brummel, ye ain’t the Beau, and I expect ye to do yer job 
and don’t ye go and get me riled agin. I won't be 
responsible for what happ’ns if ye do.”’ 

Callista’s hands trembled as she peeled the potatoes. 
She had thought the captain to be her only worry, but 
seeing this new side to the singing cook made her under- 
stand that there was more than one person on board the 
Peregrine who could create problems for her. 

Callista worked with a zeal inspired by the fear she felt. 
She helped prepare the stew for the sailor’s supper, served, 
and also cleaned up afterwards. What she thought her day’s 
labor was at last at an end, the cook handed her a tray for 
the captain and ordered her to take it to his cabin. The 
cook explained that would also be her duty, for the captain 
always took his meals in the privacy of his own cabin. 
And he liked his meals warm. The cook also instructed 
Callista where she would find the captain’s dinnerware, 
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crystal, and the fine wine he reserved for his own per- 
sonal use. 

Callista made her way along the narrow corridor to the 
captain's cabin, carrying the heavy tray. She did not glance 
into the cabin as she precariously balanced her burden on 
one hand while opening the door with the other. After 
accomplishing that feat, she kicked the door closed behind 
her and turned to find the captain observing her. He raised 
his brow and gave her a searching look as he said, ‘‘I like 
to have my meals served promptly. I have more important 
things to do than wait for a cabin boy to bring my food. 
Don’t let it happen again. Do you understand?’ 

Callista paled slightly under his reprimand, but quickly 
set the table and placed his food before him. ‘‘Aye, sir. 
Pil be prompt from now on. It took longer today ’cause | 
had to adjust to the routine. It won’t happen again.” 

While Callista poured his wine into the delicate crystal 
glass, she tried to understand the man. In her short life she 
had never encountered an individual like him. He seemed 
to need no one, not even the companionship of his men 
during his meals. 

She watched his strong lean hand as it reached across 
the table to a leather-bound volume. He read as he ate and 
paid little heed to Callista. He did not look up, but said, 
“That will be all for now, but see that the meal is cleared 
away directly when I leave the cabin.”’ 

“Aye, sir.’ Callista responded as she quickly hurried 
from the cabin and out onto the deck. As she gulped great 
breaths of air, the tension she had felt while tending the 
captain’s table began to disappear. Her hands still trembled 
as she held them out in front of her, and she wasn’t sure 
whether she felt fear or a sense of anger at the way he had 
treated her. All she did understand was that she disliked 
the man. He was cold and arrogant and without feeling in 
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her opinion. He might be fair and just as Rawlings believed, 
but that did little to change her view of him. 

Callista’s thoughts turned to her uncertain future. She 
had made two major mistakes. First, she had agreed to 
Rawlings’ offer without finding out the destination of the 
ship, and second, she’d been overly optimistic in thinking 
she could easily become a cabin boy. Her aching body was 
proof that it was anything but easy. She was so tired she 
felt she could sleep standing up. Yet she still had several 
more hours of work ahead of her before she could give her 
body the rest it so desperately craved. 

Her shoulders slumped of their own accord, and a weary 
sigh escaped her delicate lips as she returned to the galley. 
As she cleared the table, the aroma of the stew kept 
drawing her eyes to the huge pot that still simmered on the 
stove. Her stomach rumbled with hunger, as she asked the 
cook, “‘When will the captain be finished with his meal?’’ 

The cook looked up from his plate and watched as 
Callista once again gazed at the stove. ‘‘It’ll be sometime, 
lad. He likes to relax over his meal and take his time. So I 
would suggest you find yerself a plate and have yer meal 
so you can be there to clear the table without delay.”’ 

Gladly Callista did as the cook bade and filled one of the 
metal plates with the delicious smelling stew. The work 
had made her ravenous, and she greedily ate the tender 
chunks of meat and potatoes. She could not remember ever 
tasting anything as good as his stew and said as much. The 
cook beamed with pride. ‘‘Aye, I’m right proud of what I 
prepare while we have the supplies, but wait till they begin 
to run low. That is when it takes a genius to cook some- 
thing that tastes fair much less good.’”’ 

Callista was too busy chewing to make a comment and 
merely nodded. 

‘Well, when yer finished, lad, clear away the captain’s 
meal and then you can have a rest. Y’ve put in a full day 
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so ye can turn in early.’’ Callista smiled her thanks and 
then remembered that no one had told her where she was 
to sleep. “‘Sir, where am I to sleep? The first mate put me 
in the hold last night.’’ 

The cook stood and yawned, then undid his huge apron. 
Placing it on a peg, he said, ‘‘That’s to be yer quarters, 
lad. It’s where the last cabin boy stayed. There wasn’t 
enough room for the little bugger in the forecastle.”’ 

Callista paled slightly at the thought of spending her 
nights in the dark hold with the rats and vermin that always 
went with the cargo of any ship. However, it did have its 
advantages. /t would be harder for the men to find out that 
P’'m a female if I don’t have to live in the same quarters, she 
thought as she nodded her head. ‘‘Do you think I might 
have a candle to light my way at night?’’ 

‘‘Aye, lad. And I'll try to find yer an extra blanket, for 
it gets chilly down there this time of year. We'll probably 
hit some bad weather before we reach the southern seas so 
you'll need al! the warmth ye.can find.”’ 

Glancing uneasily at the cook, Callista asked, ‘‘I thought 
we were going to America?’ 

““Aye, that we are, -but first we have to sail south to 
some of the islands to deliver part of the cargo and pick 
up other cargo that’s needed in the States.’’ 

*‘Oh,’’ was all she could say, her disappointment clos- 
ing off further comment. It would take even longer than 
usual for them to reach America and then for ber to make 
her way back home. Callista’s appetite waned at the thought, 
and she cleared her plate from the table. It would be a long 
time before she saw Tantalion again. A very long time. 

““Now, lad, ye’d better hurry to the captain’s cabin and 
clean up there. I’m geing to me bunk now. We have to be 
up early to have breakfast ready for the men when they 
awake.’’ The cook yawned again and stretched his bulky 
form as he scratched his belly. 
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Callista hurried to the captain’s cabin and quickly cleared 
away the remains of the meal. Her eyes surveyed the room 
as if seeking some answer to the strange Captain Wolfram, 
but she found nothing unusual, 

His cabin was neat and clean. The only thing that 
seemed out of place were the bookshelves lined with leather 
volumes from Tom Jones to Voltaire. It was a strange 
combination. The furnishings were not luxurious, but the 
individual pieces were comfortable. Callista had expected 
to find something out of the ordinary here because of the 
captain’s solitary behavior. She had cleaned the room 
earlier in the day, but paid it little attention. Now, with her 
curiosity about the man aroused, she studied his quarters. 
But there was nothing that could provide even the slightest 
clue to the personality of Corbin Wolfram. 

Callista sensed a mystery about him. Why, she could 
not say. Perhaps it was his remoteness. He intrigued her, 
attracted her, yet made her afraid. What was there in his 
past that made him seem to need no one? She’d noticed 
that none of the men—not even Rawlings, who might be 
expected to be on friendlier terms with the captain— 
approached him for anything beyond work. The men laughed 
and joked among themselves and appeared happy to be 
aboard the Peregrine. She knew from the village fishermen 
that in the confined world that existed aboard ship, sailors 
became like a large family, for they knew that the survival 
of each of them depended upon all of them. The captain, 
like a father, was head of the family and available to 
anyone in need. While there seemed to be respect for the 
captain on board the Peregrine and all proclaimed him fair 
and just, the sailors were not close to Corbin Wolfram. 

Closing the door behind her, Callista returned to the 
galley and cleaned the captain’s. plates. She sighed wearily, 
picked up the blanket and candle the cook had left, and 
made her way to the hold. 
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Callista was thankful for the extra blanket as she hud- 
died on the pallet in the corner. She had moved it as far 
from the cargo as possible, precaution against being pinned 
under the cargo should it shift during a storm. The thought 
of rats had also helped her decide to remove her sleeping 
mat and herself away from its regular place. The corner 
was colder because it was against the outside hull of the 
ship, and she could feel the dampness as it seeped in from 
between the rough boards. The cargo hold was below the 
waterline and it remained chilly at all times, but as winter 
neared, the icy waters of the Atlantic made it even colder. 

The chill of the hold did little to hinder Callista’s sleep. 
She was awakened in the morning by a loud banging on 
the hatch. *‘Fall out, lad, it’s time to get to yer duties. The 
men will be waiting for their morning meal. They’re worse 
than a bunch of old maids with the grumbling and griping 
if they’re not fed on time.”’ 

Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, Callista glanced at the 
opening and saw the burly cook peering down into the 
dimness. She quickly checked to see that her hat was 
secure and found her hand touching her long hair. The hat 
had slipped off during the night. Callista was thankful that 
the cook could not see into the dark hold as she hurriedly 
adjusted her hat and clothes, telling him she’d be right up. 

Callista felt dirty and smelly from sleeping in the grimy 
hold. She missed her usual morning ablutions but knew 
that until she found time and privacy, that was one more 
thing she would not be able to do. She had to be careful, 
however, not to arouse the men’s curiosity. She would 
need to make sure she was busy when they took their baths 
on deck so-as not to arouse suspicion about her absence. 

With each new problem, Callista realized her stupidity. 
She had not thought of the times in which she would be 
expected to jom the men. She only hoped it would become 
too cold for them to strip and wash. She knew that as they 
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sailed south things would become more difficult to manage. 
With a helpless shrug, Callista jerked the hat farther down 
on her head as she prayed, ‘‘Let it stay cold.”’ 

The galley smelled of hot gruel, bread, and strong, hot 
coffee. Callista’s mouth watered as she served the men. It 
would be a while before she was able to settle down to 
enjoy her own breakfast. 

- The cook prepared the tray for the captain, and Callista 
carried it directly to his cabin. She knocked on the door 
and heard him bid her to enter. A blush brightened her 
cheeks as she did so. The captain was bending over a 
porcelain wash bowl, clad only in his robe. He did not 
glance at Callista as she hurriedly looked away in em- 
barrassment, but lathered his face to shave. As she placed 
his meal. on the table, he called to her. ‘‘After you’ré 
through with that, bring the water for my bath. Then you 
can help me bathe.”’ 

‘‘Aye, sir.’’ Callista mumbled and hurried from the 
cabin. How would she be able to do it? She had never seen 
aman naked. My God, what have I gotten myself into? she 
asked herself as she made her way back to the galley. 

The cook already had two huge buckets of boiling water 
waiting. As Callista looked at them, the cook noted the 
strange expression on her face. “‘Captain always takes a 
bath early in the morning. Now hurry, lad, or he’ll have 
yer hide.”’ 

Glancing nervously from the cook to the water, Callista 
steeled herself, picked up the buckets, and lugged them to 
the captain’s cabin. 

Corbin Wolfram was still eating his breakfast as she 
filled the tub with the steaming water. By the final trip to 
the galley, Callista was breathing heavily. 

The captain casually tested the water with his fingers 
and then dropped his robe to the floor as he stepped into 
the hot liquid. Callista busied herself about the cabin as 


4] 


Cordia Byers 


she tried to avoid looking at the man in the tub. After. 
scrubbing himself vigorously, Captain Wolfram called out, 
“Here, boy, scrub my back!’’ and tossed Callista a sponge. 

Leaning forward, he bared his muscular back so Callista 
could wash it. For a moment, she could only stare at the 
broad shoulders and tanned skin until her eyes came to rest 
on the fine white scars that crisscrossed his back. Before a 
question could form in her mind, the captain said, ‘‘Hurry, 
lad. The day grows late. I’ve duties to attend.”’ 

Callista dipped the sponge into the warm water and 
lathered his back. Her hand trembled slightly, but the 
captain didn’t notice. His mind was not on the cabin boy 
but on the weather. Something had been brewing these 
past few days. They were in for a storm, he feared, and it 
would be a hard one to come through this time of year. 

Callista avoided looking at Wolfram’s strong back, but 
her mind kept returning to the scars, old marks only faintly 
visible now. At one time this man had been severely 
whipped. Maybe, she thought, that’s the reason for his 
remoteness. 

As she finished, Callista handed the sponge back to him 
and, without waiting for permission to leave, walked quickly 
from the room before he could ask her to help dry him. 

Wolfram glanced toward the door, puzzled. He’d not 
seen a cabin boy as strange as this one in all his years at 
sea. The lad acted as though he were afraid to see a naked 
body. Weil, he thought, as long as he performs his other 
duties, | won't complain. Stepping from the tub, he vigor- 
ously dried himself, his mind already involved in what lay 
ahead for his ship. He’d need to get the men working 
immediately to prepare for the storm, which was sure to 
hit before nightfall if his calculations were right. 


From the bridge, Captain Wolfram had been observing 
the ominous, gray-green clouds to the south. He had by 
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now realized that he’d miscalculated when the storm would 
hit. The wind that had come up during the night had 
moved the Peregrine ahead of schedule, and the ship was 
heading straight into the storm. Fierce, huge waves had 
begun to batter the ship, their foaming whitecaps as beauti- 
ful as they were awesome. Wolfram decided he needed to 
give Rawlings further instructions, and he called his first 
mate to the bridge. 

““Looks like we’ll be in for a blow sooner than I expected. 
Have all the men batten down the hatches and secure 
everything. It’s going to be a bad one. This time of year 
they blow the worst. Notify all hands, including the cook, 
to see that all fires are extinguished.”’ 

"‘Aye, sir,’ Rawlings said as he hastened to carry out 
the captain’s orders. 

The cook had come bustling into the galley when 
Rawlings appeared. ‘Captain says to secure everything. 
We're in for a blow. It will be a bad one so put out the fire 
and make sure you have rum waiting when the men have 
need of it.”’ 

‘‘Aye, sir,’’ the cook said as he took a huge pot of 
water and placed it on the stove to heat. Seeing Callista’s 
look, he explained, ‘‘The hands will need coffee before we 
put out the fire. Now go to the storeroom and see that 
everything is tied down. We don’t need our supplies scat- 
tered all over the place.”’ 

Callista glanced from the cook to where Rawlings stood 
near the door. Seeing her ashen face, Rawlings smiled and 
said gently, “‘You’ll have to get used to storms, me lad, 
they’re part of a sailor’s life. There’ll be some that you 
think you'll not make it through and others you think of as 
no more than a small gust, but you'll need to take precau- 
tions against all of them. You never know how a storm 
will act. Cheer up, lad, we’ve got the best captain a man 
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can ask for at a time like this. He’s been through a lot of 
bad ones and knows what he’s doing.’”’ 

A wisp of a smile trembled on her lips as Callista 
acknowledged the orders. She turned quickly into the store- 
room before she let the first mate really see her fear. 
Leaning against the shelves, she held out her hand and 
watched the long, slender fingers tremble. Stop it, she 
demanded. You’re acting like a child. You’ve seen gales 
before, and there's no cause for alarm. As Rawlings said, 
the captain knows how to sail his ship. 

Clasping her hands together to still their movement, 
Callista straightened her shoulders and thought, You’re no 
coward, Cal Brummel. So act like the man they think you 
are. Stop this foolish nonsense about regretting this voyage. 
It may be hard work, but just think, it’s an adventure that 
you've always dreamed of having. It’s the thing you longed 
for when you were out with the fishermen at Tantallon. 

A new sense of strength seemed to spring to life, and 
Callista smiled triumphantly to herself. She’d make out as 
best she could on this voyage, and then she would find her 
way back to Tantallon. She was strong and healthy and 
unafraid of hard work. Pil be the best cabin boy ever, she 
thought. 

Taking the ropes that hung on a peg nearby, Callista 
lashed the barrels of food. to rings bolted in the walls. She 
then secured the rest of the items by placing a large board 
over the shelves and dropping a bar across it to keep it in 
place. When she returned to the galley, the cook had the 
fire extinguished, and only one lamp lit the area. Though it 
was still morning, the sky had grown dark, making the 
galley dim. 

The motion of the ship was much more pronounced than 
it had been only a short time before. Callista could feel the 
waves as they struck the hull of the ship and wondered if it 
would crack, like the shell of a nut. 
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The cook motioned Callista over to the table where 
mugs and a pot of coffee sat. ‘‘Here, lad, the hands need 
this before we really hit the bad weather. Take it up, and 
make sure the captain and first mate have theirs.”’ 

Callista took the hot brew and the mugs up the steps as 
carefully as the rolling ship allowed. When she came on 
deck, she was awestruck by the enormous waves that rose 
toward the ship and sent rivers of water sloshing across the 
deck. 

The rain fell heavily now, Ped it was icy cold. Since 
losing her slippers, Callista had given little attention to her 
bare feet, but as the cold water began to numb them, each 
step became an agony. Nevertheless she continued her 
duties, cautiously making her way about the deck to serve 
each of the sailors a mug of hot coffee. 

Callista nearly slipped and fell from the ladder leading 
up to the bridge as another huge wave hit the Peregrine’s - 
side. Gripping the rungs more tightly, she painstakingly 
made her way to the bridge where the captain and the first 
mate worked. They paid little heed to her, which was a 
blessing since her now soaked shirt clung to her body and 
revealed her well-rounded breasts. 

When Callista finally worked her way back to the ’tween 
deck, she adjusted her clothing to make less of her all-too- 
obvious feminine attributes. She had begun to shiver, her 
teeth chattering, and by the time she entered the galley, 
her lips were blue.. 

‘‘Better sit down lad,’’ the cook said, bracing himsett 1 in 
a chair. ‘‘It’s going to be rough going for a while.’ 

Noting the color of Callista’s lips and the way she 
shivered, he said, ‘‘Get that blanket over there and wrap 
up. Don’t need ye getting sick. Ye’ll be needed after the 
storm dies down. to help serve and nurse them that needs 
it.”” 

Thankfully, Callista wrapped herself in the thick woolen 


AS 


‘Cordia Byers 


blanket. However, it did little to warm her. Her. feet felt 
like blocks of ice, and she rubbed them, hoping to restore 
the circulation. She huddled in the straight-backed chair 
and braced herself for cach succeeding wave that battered 
the ship. After a while, Callista began to grow warm and 
dozed in the chair until another huge wave nearly capsized 
the Peregrine and sent Callista to the galley floor, chairs 
and other loose items crashing after her. Scrambling across 
the slanted deck, Callista slid out of the way of the debris. 
Her eyes searched the galley for the cook and found him 
clinging to the door frame. As the ship righted itself, he 
crumpled to the floor. Callista crawled to him and checked 
to see if he had been injured, but found only a slight 
swelling on his head. 

After a few moments he stirred, and his eyes came to 
rest on Callista. He shook his head as though to dispel the 
image. Perhaps the blow had resulted in a hallucination. 
The boy he had called Cal Brummel had turned into a 
beautiful young woman. 

Callista noted his consternation and simultaneously felt 
the raven hair that now cascaded about her shoulders. She 
smiled timidly at the cook. What could she say? 

He raised his hulking body to a sitting position and 
leaned back against the door frame. Callista sat back upon 
her heels and folded her arms across her chest. ‘‘Now that 
you know,’ she said, almost daring him to reveal her 
secret, “‘are you going to have me locked in the brig or 
thrown overboard?’’ 

With Callista’s eyes intensely searching his, the cook 
wiped his forehead with the back of his hand and said in 
wonder, “‘I’ll be damned. I would not have believed it if I 
didn’t see it for meself. A girl on the Peregrine. Oh! 
That’s really something.” 

Chuckling to himself, he continued as he shook his 
head, “‘I’ll not betray ye, for if I did, ye’d be food for the 
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fishes. The captain don’t hold with women on his ship. He 
uses them in port to ease himself, but that’s all—he don’t 
have any use for them elsewhere. Damn me, ye do present 
a problem. Does Rawlings know?’’ 

Callista shook her head. *‘No. You’re the only one 
who’s discovered my secret.’’ Reaching out, she placed 
her hand on his arm. ‘‘Thank you for being so kind. I 
wouldn’t blame you if you did turn me over to the captain 
since I lied to you, but it was important that I leave 
London at once. I took the first chance I found.’’ 

The ship swayed sharply again, and they braced them- 
selves. As it steadied, the cook took a deap breath. “‘And 
now what could be so urgent for a young slip of a thing 
like you to sign on a ship to get away?”’ | 

For a moment Callista looked at the cook, remembering. 
all that had happened to her these past months. Then for 
the first time, she allowed herself to unburden every detail 
of what had happened in London. 

‘*So you see I had to get away. I had to find my way 
back to Tantallon. But I was too ignorant to ask whether 
tthe ship was sailing to Scotland before I signed on. Now 


I’ve gotten myself into a worse predicament ... well 
almost worse. I don’t believe anything could be worse than 
marrying Lord Condor.’”’ 


Patting her hand, the cook said, *‘I don’t know, lass. 
The way the captain hates women, I wouldn’t be’ so sure 
about that. Ye’ll have a rough time of it in America before 
ye can earn enough to return to yer home. That is if we 
can keep yer identity secret.”’ 

Callista smiled at the cook. ‘‘[’ve done so this far, and 
I’m determined to manage the rest of the way. As long as 
I’ve got a friend on board, that’s all I need. I can work, 
I’ve proven that, haven’t I?’’ 

Nodding his head, the cook said, ‘‘Aye, lass, ye have 
done that. Pll help all I can, but ye’ll have to keep doing 
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the duties of a cabin boy. There’s no.escape from that. If I 
let ye off, there’d be questions, and that would lead to 
trouble.’’ Leaning his head to one side, the cook listened 
intently. ““The storm is slacking off. We'd better get this 
mess cleaned up, for the hands will be down before long 
for their rum.”’ 

Callista picked up her hat and stuffed her hair back into 
hiding. ‘‘Aye, sir. And thank you again.’’ ; 

‘“Think nothing of it, lass. You can expect to do yer 
share of work around here,’’ the cook said. He did not like 
to cross the captain, but there was no way he could bring 
himself to betray the lass. She’d had enough trouble. 

Callista marveled at the huge man who now righted the 
chairs and other objects that had found their way loose of 
their moorings. She could not believe that this man, who 
was so rough on her yesterday, was her friend today. 

Callista did not know that the cook had once had a 
daughter whom he had loved deeply. She had died of the 
fever while he was away on a voyage. After her death he 
had never returned-home except once to visit her grave. He 
was never able to get over the loss and somehow looked 
upon all young girls as the daughter he had lost. Even the 
young harlots who made their homes in waterfront taverns 
were treated kindly by this craggy beast of a man. 

With gratitude shining in her slightly over-bright eyes, 
Callista set to the task of cleaning the galley. She felt a 
chill from time to time but dismissed it, attributing the 
discomfort to the lack of heat. 

As the Peregrine sailed through the storm and into 
calmer waters, the sailors began to stumble in from the 
deck. They drank their allotment of rum to warm their 
chilled and weary bones. Callista and the cook were kept 
busy serving the men and getting the fire rekindled in the 
large iron stove so they could prepare a hot supper for the 
men. Once that was done, the cook told Callista to straighten 
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the captain’s cabin. ‘‘When ye return, Pll have his dinner 
ready. He’s had a hard day, and when he’s done, he’ll be 
tired and hungry. He won’t abide a minute’s delay with his 
meal.”’ 

Callista could only nod. She also had had a rough day. 
The storm and its emotional stress had taken its toll on her 
body. She felt weak and tired and could not summon up 
much energy. She was still thoroughly chilled, but a film 
of perspiration had formed on her forehead. She wiped it 
away absently as she went to the captain’s cabin. There 
hadn’t been much damage. He had special shelves built to 
house the books so they could be strapped down during 
hard weather. Several papers had fallen from his desk, and 
as she picked them up, Callista became dizzy and grabbed 
the desk for support. The room tilted, then righted itself. 
Callista collapsed into the soft leather chair behind the 
captain’s desk. 

She felt her forehead and realized that she had a fever. / 
can’t let anyone know that I’m ill, she thought. The cook 
would have to tell the captain, and that would be the end. 
Tears brightened her eyes as she thought of her old Nanny ~ 
at Tantallon. She would take care of me. 

Callista stood up and swayed, but forced herself to 
continue her duties. In the galley, while she waited for the 
cook to prepare the captain’s tray, Callista gulped down a 
cup of the hot, bitter coffee in the hope that it would 
revive her and allow her to complete the evening’s chores. 

The cook watched her with wary eyes. “‘Are ye all 
right, lad?’’ 

‘*Aye, I’m all right. I’ve only got a slight chill. We may 
be in warmer waters, but the air-up on deck doesn’t know 
it.” 

When she was out of sight of the galley, she leaned 
against the bulkhead. Droplets of perspiration ran down 
her back, and she felt as if her knees would buckle at any 
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moment. It was only with sheer power of will that Callista 
was able to climb the stairs and make her way to the 
captain’s cabin. 

Wolfram was already seated at the table when she entered. 
He was too involved with his charts to even glance up as 
Callista set the tray on the table. She collected his crystal 
glass and his special wine and placed them by his plate. As 
she filled his glass and watched the ruby liquid pour from 
the bottle, it began to spin. The whole room began to reel, 
and then she collapsed to the floor. 

The captain’s attention was drawn at first to the glass 
where the wine bubbled over onto the snowy linen cloth 
and then to the bottle as it moved from side to side. It had 
taken him only a moment to note this before the cabin boy 
fell to the floor. The hat slipped from his head, and a 
glorious mane of hair tumbled about him. The large shirt 
opened to reveal the tops of creamy white breasts. Cal’s 
cheeks were flushed, and the thick lashes made faint shad- 
ows on them. 

Wolflram was so surprised when the ‘‘cabin boy’’ fell 
that it took a moment for him to realize that the still form 
that lay at his feet was not that of a slender boy, but a 
beautiful young woman. 

As he touched her cheek, he found her burning: with 
fever. Picking her up in his arms, he carried her to the 
bunk and laid her gently on it. Dampening a cloth with 
cool water, Wolfram sponged her forehead. 

He had always thought that the cabin boy walked a bit 
strangely for a young man. And then there was that busi- 
ness with his bath. How embarrassed the ‘‘boy’’ had been 
in the presence of his nudity! Yes, there was something 
unusual about him, Wolfram told himself. He was a girl. 
But how did this happen? he asked himself. Realizing that 
he’d been deceived, Wolfram’s temper flared. Then he 
looked down at the lovely creature who lay on his bed. 
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‘‘Damn,’’ he said, ‘‘she’s beautiful éven dressed like a 
boy. I must have been blind not to have suspected the truth. 
She was too beautiful to be on a ship whose crew boasted 
the roughest men that he’d ever sailed with. 1 wonder if 
any of them knows you're on board? he said to himself. 
One of them must, or you wouldn't be here. Rawlings! 
That's it. He has to be the one. 

Captain Wolfram left the young woman lying on his 
bunk and called from his cabin for the first mate to come 
at once. The woman, he noticed, was having difficulty 
breathing, and the sound was shallow and rasping by the 
time Rawlings appeared. 

‘““You wanted me, sir?”’ 

‘*Yes, Rawlings, I did. I have found out about your 
deception. How dare you bring a woman on board my 
ship? As of now I am breaking you to deck hand. That’s if 
you survive the fifty lashes that will be meted out at 
daybreak tomorrow.”’ 

The first mate paled under the captain’s assault, then his 
eyes turned dark with rage. His voice trembled as he 
spoke, ‘‘Sir, I don’t understand. I have not been involved 
in any deception, especially about a woman. | know how 
you feel about women—and I do not feel they have any 
place on board ship.”’ 

Wolfram pointed in the direction of his bunk. ‘‘Oh? 
Well, what about your cabin boy? I thought it unusual for 
you to do something as outrageous as to sign on a hand 
without my permission, but now I see why. She’s beautiful, 
but that beauty will cost you dearly, sir!”’ 

Rawlings’s gaze had followed the captain’s, and he 
moved toward the bunk. Cal Brummel was indeed a woman. 
He bent closer and noticed her flushed complexion and 
raspy breathing. 

**Sir, I had no idea. You must believe me. I was in my 
cups and just thought he, 1 mean, she was a young boy 
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with fair looks. | met her on the street and invited her into 
a tavern where I drank more ale with her. He, I mean, uh, 
she went to sleep. I carried her aboard, and I swear I had 
forgotten about it until you brought it to my attention the 
next day.”’ 

Captain Wolfram looked at his first mate speculatively 
as he said, ‘‘You mean to say you didn’t notice you were 
carrying a woman?”’ 

‘Aye, as I said, I had been celebrating my last night 
ashore. I couldn’t see that well, much less feel. Now as I 
look at her, I had to really be drunk to miss a woman like 
her. If I had known, sir, it would have been a temptation 
even knowing your feelings on the subject.’’ Abruptly 
Rawlings broke his thought. ‘“What ails her?’’ 

The captain’s expression changed from one of anger to 
concem as he went back to the bed and gazed anxiously 
down at Callista. ‘‘I hope it’s only a fever from being 
exposed to the weather. Since we don’t know who she is 
or where she came from, we can’t be sure it isn’t some- 
thing she had before coming on board. We'll just have to 
let it run its course.”’ 

Shaking his head, Captain Wolfram continued, “‘I be- 
lieve you, Rawlings. I don’t know why I should, but 
knowing how you like your ale and rum, I believe your 
story. We’re going to have to keep this affair to ourselves 
for a while. We don’t want the men to know about her or 
the sickness. There might be a panic if they thought it 
contagious. Do you understand?’’ 
~ Rawlings smiled with relief, and the color returned to 
his face. ‘“You can depend on me, sir. ] won’t speak of it, 
for the ship’s sake and hers.’ 

“You're right. I’ll keep her here, and between the two 
of us we can see to her. At the first port of call we will set 
her ashore. That’s the only thing we can possibly do. Tell 
the cook, he can be trusted, but tell no one else. We have 
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not been at sea long enough for the men to become curious 
over a cabin boy. If anyone asks, tell him he’s sick from 
his first voyage. That will tickle their sense of humor, and 
they’ll leave the lad alone.’’ 

Straightening his-back and saluting the captain, Rawlings 
said, ‘‘Aye, sir. ve never seen anything that you’ve taken 
in hand that didn’t work, from sailing to pretty ladies.’’ 

They both chuckled at his comment, evidence of the 
companionship that had sprung up between the two, where 
before there had been no more than professional respect. 

Callista moaned and tried to get up. Her thoughts were 
muddled, and she could not fathom why. She only knew 
she must not lie down. As she pushed against the mattress, 
her strength gave way, and she fell back into a stupor. 

Rawlings looked on anxiously as the captain rinsed the 
cloth and applied it to Callista’s forehead again. When the 
girl tried to get up, Rawlings looked into her fever bright 
eyes for the first time. He was even more amazed at 
himself for not having seen through her disguise to the 
lovely young woman hidden beneath the sailor’s clothes. 
Yes, he thought, there would be trouble if the men saw 
her. 

‘Is there anything that I can do, captain?’’ he asked. 

‘““Yes, get the cook to mix some of his herbal concoc- 
tion to help with the fever, and tell him to mix lard and 
camphor so I can put it on her chest to help her breathe.”’ 

“Aye, sir, PI] do it right away.”’ 

As Captain Wolfram bathed Callista with cool cloths, he 
let his thoughts play over the reasons why the woman 
would want to be a cabin boy. Who was this person 
stretched helplessly before him, struggling for each breath 
she took? Was she a whore out to seek her man? He could 
think of no other circumstance that would have caused a 
woman to board a ship like this. Shaking his head, he let 
out a tired sigh. He stretched his sore muscles and thought, 
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Too many questions without answers, and I’m too weary to 
find them. He rested his head in his hands as he gazed at 
the still figure on his bunk. 

It was not long before Rawlings returned with a foul- 
smelling brew, which the captain forced down Callista’s 
throat. ‘‘Rawlings, you take the rest of the shift, and I'll 
stay here. I’ll see to the girl and hopefully get a little rest, 
then you can come back and watch over her while I’m on 
the bridge.”’ 

‘“‘Aye, sir.’” Rawlings said and saluted before he re- 
turned to the bridge. | 

Once Rawlings had closed the door, Wolfram picked up 
the small pot of lard and camphor. Coughing from the 
strong odor, he began to undo Callista’s large shirt. If she 
was to breathe easier, he had to apply the salve to her 
chest frequently. As the last laces were undone, he slipped 
the garment from her shoulders and took a quick breath as 
her firm white breasts lay bare. He had not realized the 
effect those exquisite soft mounds would have on him. 

He could feel a stirring in his loins and cursed himself 
for it. Wolfram had not bedded a woman in several months. 
The ship had been in port only a few days, and he had 
been too busy with the loading and unloading of cargo to 
think of finding a doxy. Now here before him lay this 
lovely creature, her skin smooth, her rounded body soft 
and enticing. Steeling himself, he dipped his fingers into 
the salve and applied it with little consideration for the 
patient. He set his mind to everything possible except the 
silky flesh beneath his hand. Finishing the job quickly, 
Wolfram wrapped Callista in a heavy woolen blanket. As 
he stood and looked down at her, it seemed that her 
breathing was already easier. He could now rest for a 
while before having to give her the medicine again. 

Corbin Wolfram settled himself into the chair behind his 
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desk and propped up his feet so he might get.a little of the 
sleep his tired body craved. 

As he was dozing off, a moan and then a scream 
brought him to his feet instantly. It was not loud enough to 
carry from the cabin, but it shattered Wolfram’s resolve to 
rest. He rushed to Callista and tried to soothe her but she 
would have none of it. Each time he placed his hands upon 
her, she would twist her head from side to side and cry, 
‘*Please, Edwin, don’t hurt me. Please don’t hurt me. God 
help me, he’s killing me. You're wicked, Edwin.’’ Her 
eyes wide with terror, she threw her hands up to ward off 
the imaginary blow. ‘‘No! I hate you, hate you. I want to 
go home. Marry? Never! You can’t force me. Stop, stop, 
don’t hurt me!”’ 

Callista moaned as Wolfram captured her within his 
arms. At his touch, she fought and clawed, shaking her 
head violently from side to side. ‘‘No, please, Edwin, 
no!’’ Crushing her against him, Wolfram found himself 
entangled in her silken, raven hair, so close to the delicate 
face and body that he was again roused to fulfill his needs. 
Fortunately the feel of his arms had quieted Callista, and 
he placed her head once more on the pillow. 

Wolfram returned to his chair, weary and distracted, but 
sleep would not come. His eyes kept wandering to the 
bunk, his thoughts lingering on the young woman. Some- 
thing had so terrorized her that its mark had emblazened 
itself even on her dreams. Corbin Wolfram would not have 
believed it himself, but he felt something akin to pity for 
her. She had fled London for the high seas to escape he 
knew not what. Whatever it was made her desperate enough 
to place herself on board his ship. 

After shifting his sinewy body uncomfortably in the 
chair for a while longer, Wolfram finally gave up and went 
to the bridge to relieve the first mate. 

The night was clear, and the stars gleamed brightly as 
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he looked out over the black water. The air felt good after 
the stuffiness of the cabin, and he breathed deeply, then 
stretched his arms. Refreshed, he leaned against the rail to 
study the stars to make certain the ship was still on course. 
Absently, his thoughts turned to the young woman. What 
should he do with her? He could still see the long raven - 
hair and feel the soft flesh beneath his lean fingers. As the 
thought crossed his mind, an unfamiliar feeling swept over 
him. Would Rawlings also have such feelings? The possi- 
bility unsettled him, and he could not have said why he 
was suddenly jealous. 

Running his fingers through his hair, Wolfram stared 
moodily at the dark water. ‘“‘Damn all women,” he said, 

“damn them to hell with their tantalizing bodies and 
betraying hearts.”’ 

The fact that the young woman had in no way harmed 
Wolfram had no bearing on the bitterness and contempt 
which he held for all women. That feeling arose from his 
childhood. 

Young Wolfram, like many boys his age, 08d, hunted, 
and sailed his small boats on the stream that flowed close 
to the Wolfram manor. He had worshiped both his parents, 
and all seemed right to him. He was too young to be 
aware of the tensions between his mother and father, or to 
know their cause. 7 

Wolfram’s mother was a beautiful woman with lustrous 
black hair and blue eyes. It was from her that he'd gotten 
his coloring. From his father Wolfram had inherited his 
tall stature and temperament. 

Lord. Gainsbough and his Elizabeth presented to the 
world, and to their son, a handsome image of a happily 
married pair, a fact totally untrue. 

The gentle mother whom Wolfram loved so deeply and 
thought could do no wrong was the constant subject of 
gossip. There had been no proof of her infidelity, but 
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Wolfram Sentor believed the rumors. and vented his wrath 
upon the woman. After years of such treatment, Elizabeth 
Gainsbough became involved with a tall, slender man 
named Lord Condor. It was not an affair of the heart. 
Elizabeth had entered into it to spite her husband. She 
certainly had not planned for Lord Condor to fall deeply in 
love with her. 

As the affair progressed, Lord Gainsbough continued to 
beat his wife until she could bear it no longer. Lady 
Gainsbough finally. sought the protection of her lover. 
Condor offered that protection willingly, and Elizabeth, 
deeply grateful, took up residence with him. She had no 
way of knowing that she had exchanged one madman for 
another. As time passed, Elizabeth realized that she still 
loved her husband and son. She had even by now admitted 
to herself that she had flirted with men to draw her husband’s 
attention, and that she had been brought to grief by her 
own rash actions. When she told Condor of her intention 
to return to her husband so that they might reconcile their 
differences, he refused to let her go. She continued to 
plead with the man to allow this one last favor for her 
son’s sake. His answer was to assure her that her son 
would soon be with her. He loved Elizabeth too much, he 
said, to let her return to the husband who’d mistreated her. 
Furthermore, he vowed that Lord Gainsbough would pay 
dearly for his deeds against the lovely Elizabeth. 

Young Wolfram never knew what had actually taken 
place between his parents. All he knew was what his father 
had told him—his mother had gone to live with her lover 
and did not love either Corbin or himself. From that day 
forward Corbin Wolfram’s life and attitudes began to change. 
His father withdrew from the world, and his wealth began 
to dwindle as he continued to gamble with greater and 
greater recklessness and lose heavily. Adding to this were 
a number of bad investments, which further depleted his 
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fortune. Even sooner than Condor had planned, Gainsbough 
stood penniless and without even the estate upon which 
generations of Gaimsboughs had lived. 

Lord Gainsbough sought relief in drink, and no one was 
surprised the moming his body was found in the park of 
the estate, his neck broken and a large bruise running from 
his cheek to his hairline. 

From that fog-shrouded day when he stood by his father’s 
vault in the family tomb, Corbin Wolfram Gainsbough _ 
began to hate his mother. Her treacherous actions, he 
believed, had killed his father, a man he had loved and 
respected. 

The young Wolfram had mourned his father deeply, and 
on the day the sleek black carriage arrived to take him to 
Lord Condor, Elizabeth realized that the son whom she 
had known had disappeared. The grooms may have physi- 
cally forced Corbin Wolfram into the carriage, but no 
force on earth could make him forgive his mother or treat 
her kindly. His every word and action was disrespectful 
and brought Elizabeth grief and anguish. In turn, the boy 
angered. Lord Condor who beat him until the boy’s back 
was scarred with lash marks. All these beatings did no 
more than engender in the young Wolfram a hate for 
Condor equal to that which he held for his mother. 

Wolfram lived with Condor and Elizabeth until she died 
in the year of his fourteenth birthday. He never knew of 
the desperate battle she’d fought with herself, her grief for 
her husband and for the son she’d lost. He’d never let her 
tell him. Elizabeth had suspected, too, that Lord Condor 
played a major role in her husband’s downfall, though 
there had never been proof. 

A very different Corbin Wolfram stood at his mother’s 
grave not more than a year after Gainsbough’s death. He 
shed no tears but stood and watched, his eyes hard, as they 
filled in the soil. Lord Condor, dressed in black, mourned 
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openly for his love. He did not understand how young 
Wolfram could be so unaffected. ‘‘Have you no heart?”’ 
he’d said. 

A cold smile touched Wolfram’s well-shaped lips as he 
gazed at the man he hated. ‘“‘It’s finished,’’ he said and 
took the bag he had packed, leaving Lord Condor’s house 
forever. He carried only the few clothes that he had brought 
with him when he had arrived and a hate that would 
forever mark his life. 

Corbin Wolfram Gainsbough had no money, so he begged 
to survive. It went hard on the fourteen-year-old boy. He 
was well-developed for his age, and when he found him- 
self on the docks of London among the sailors, he signed 
on as 4 cabin boy. He thought that anything would be 
better than begging and digging in the gutters for food. 

He was lucky to have been taken on the Black Hawk. 
While the captain was a hard man, he treated his men 
fairly. From him Wolfram learned everything there was to 
know about the sea and the navigation of a ship. Now, 
twenty years later, at the age of thirty-four, he was master 
of his own ship. 

Wolfram had discarded the name of Gainsbough. 
No one knew where he came from, and he planned to keep 
it that way. He had sailed around the world and had seen 
many things, but nothing had ever changed his mind about 
women. 

At one time while still a crewman on the Black Hawk, 
Wolfram had visited China and found a small, beautiful 
young girl he thought he could love. He had nearly given 
her his heart—auntil he learned she had also been sleeping 
with several others in the crew. In his young and untried 
manhood, he did not realize that girls such as Yun-chi 
were trained from childhood in the art of pleasing a man— 
just as her mother before her had been trained. 

it was a blow that Wolfram would not forget, and it 
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brought back all of his former hate for women. From that 
time on, he did not even attempt to find out the names of 
the women he bedded. He used them, but never trusted 
them. He knew the names of several madames in Savan- 
nah and New Orleans, and he liked them as he did his 
men. But there were none he could claim as friends. 


A scream ripped through the ship, and Wolfram raced 
back to his cabin to find Rawlings trying to hold the frantic 
girl in her bunk. The fever had reached its peak, and she 
shivered as she fought to throw off the blanket. 

Rawlings smiled with relief to see the captain. “‘She’s a 
little hellcat, sir. I can hardly hold her down. But she 
must stay covered, or she’ll be chilled and the inflamma- 
tion in her lungs will worsen.”’ 

Taking hold of Callista’s shoulder, Wolfram pressed her 
back on the bed as Rawlings piled more blankets on her. 
‘“You’re right, but I think we’re in the crisis stage right 
now. Either her fever will break or she’ll die.”’ 

Rawlings expression changed from one of relief to one 
of anxiety. ‘‘She can’t, sir. I will feel responsible for it if 
she does. I was stupid enough to bring her on board, so 
she’s my ward so to speak. I must not let anything happen 
to her.’’ His brown eyes revealed concern as he looked 
down at the girl who lay in the bunk with sweat running 
down her face. A sigh of relief escaped both men’s lips at 
the sight. Wolfram was the first to speak. “‘It’s broken. 
She’ll pull through now if she doesn’t get another chill.”’ 

During the next few minutes, neither man spoke as they 
watched the young girl struggle through the final moments 
of the fever. Her breathing was still painfully difficult, but 
as the sweat poured from her, it gradually began to ease. 
Cal Brummel—or whatever her name was—was improving. 

Rawlings yawned, obviously exhausted. 

‘““Go get some rest, my friend,’’ Wolfram said and 
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patted the man’s shoulder. ‘“‘It will soon be dawn, and 
we’ll have a hard day ahead of us. Between the trouble the 
storm caused on deck and this,’’ he said as he pointed to 
Callista, ‘‘we’ll have our hands full.’’ 

Rawlings stretched his aching limbs as he stood. “Aye, 
captain. We do have problems, but maybe they’re not as 
bad as we think them at the moment. The girl might be of 
a good sort.’’ 

‘‘Huh,’’ Captain Wolfram replied with a disgusted 
expression. ‘“There’s not a woman alive that’s of a good 
sort, Rawlings. Remember that and you’ll be better off.”’ 

Rawlings glanced uncertainly at the girl and then back 
to the captain. “‘Aye, sir.’’ There was no use arguing with 
the man. He knew he would never understand his captain. 
The man simply had no use for women, and there were no 
exceptions. 

After the first mate had gone, Wolfram straightened the 
blanket that covered the young woman and returned to his 
chair, where he almost instantly found the sleep his tired 
body sought. His last thought before drifting off was, /t’s 
been one hell of a day. 

The sound of something crashing to the floor awoke 
Wolfram the next morning. His glance traveled first to his 
bunk. It was empty. As his gaze searched the room, it 
came to rest upon the small, slender figure who clutched 
the large shirt to her breasts in an attempt to hide them 
from Wolfram’s view. She crouched on the floor, and as 
he came forward, she slid toward the door, too weak to 
walk. She knew it was in his power to destroy her. He 
need only give the order. 

Wolfram felt grudging respect for the young woman. 
She was weak and defenseless from her illness, but that 
did not stop her. Those large amber eyes stared up at him 
in defiance. 

‘Stop right where you are!’’ Wolfram shouted. The 
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only thing to do was to shock the little fool. ‘‘Don’t you 
have sense enough to realize you’re in plenty of trouble 
without adding to it? Haven’t you already caused the first 
mate problems enough for having brought you aboard?’’ 

Callista, already pale, now turned sickly white. She 
could not answer him with words. Only her body answered 
as it trembled. She felt dizzy, and black shadows hovered 
before her as though about to snatch her to the safety of a 
comforting oblivion. An oblivion she fought with all her 
will. She had to be strong, for to show any weakness to 
this severe and insensitive man would render her vulnerable. 

Callista knew his words about the first mate to be true. 
She had to make him understand that Rawlings did not 
know she was a woman when he’d signed her on. She 
could not allow anyone but herself to accept the blame for 
the deception. 

The captain held out his hand to her and spoke softly, 
but it took a moment for Callista to comprehend his words. 
He had to repeat it once again. ‘“Take my hand and Pll 
help you back to bed.’’ Still trembling, Callista placed her 
hand within his and looked with fevered eyes into his face. 
He noted the flush had returned and said, “‘See, you little 
fool, you’ve taken a chill and the fever is back.’’ As if 
speaking to himself, he continued, ‘‘I wonder if God: gave 
women any brains at all.’”” _ 

He placed Callista gently on the bunk. ‘‘Now lie down 
and fl fix some of cook’s medicine. It will help ease the 
discomfort.”’ 

Callista watched his strong, capable hands as they stirred 
the herbal elixir. She wrinkled her nose at the scent when 
he handed the cup to her, but drank it obediently. It tasted 
abominable, yet the effect was nearly instantaneous. As 
the brew went down her sore and swollen throat, it soothed 
the irritated tissue. The fever, however, began to take hold 
again. Her mouth was dry, and she longed for a glass of 


62 


CALLISTA 


water. But she hesitated to disturb the captain, already 
deeply engrossed in his papers. Nor did she wish to anger 
him, for his anger appeared readily, often with little cause. 
Putting aside the uncomfortable thirst, Callista settled back 
against the pillow and let her eyes rest on Wolfram. Al- 
most against her will, she was drawn to something in him 
that both excited and frightened her. As she watched his 
hands move swiftly over the pages of the log, she could 
feel the power of them, imagine the touch of them. His 
hair was lustrous black, touched with gray at the temples. 
Falling over his bronzed skin were dark, thick lashes that 
now covered the cold, blue eyes—eyes that pierced her 
with contempt and hatred, now that he knew her to be a 
woman. Yes, it was hatred she saw in his eyes. But why? 
And it was not from him alone that she’d experienced 
hatred. She had seen a like expression in Edwin’s eyes and 
in Nesseilda’s, and certainly in Lord Condor’s eyes. Why 
did they all ate her so? Only Josiah Rawlings and the 
ship’s cook had shown her kindness. Rawlings!—Callista 
realized with a start that she’d not yet rectified the misun- 
derstanding that her presence created between the first 
mate and the captain. But she was so tired. As she slipped 
into sleep, she promised herself she would tell Wolfram at 
the first opportunity. 


A light tap at the door brought Wolfram’s attention from 
his log. He looked up to see Rawlings enter with breakfast. 
The first mate looked toward Callista and asked, “‘Has she 
come round yet?’’ 

Wolfram smiled in wry amusement. ‘You can believe 
it. She woke me, trying to put on her clothes and leave the 
cabin. After last night, I don’t see how she could possibly 
have moved, but she did.”’ 

Rawlings smiled at the captain. “‘She’s got guts.’’ 
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‘Yes, so much so that she caught another chill from 
that little escapade.”’ 

Rawlings’s smile disappeared as he quickly went to 
check on the young woman. He touched her flushed cheeks 
lightly. She was feverish but not so much that they needed 
to be concerned. The empty cup sitting by the bunk indi- 
cated that the captain had already taken measures against 
the fever, and they had done their job. 

. **Do you: want me to stay with her now, sir?’’ 

‘“No, Pll stay. | have work to do at my desk, but later 
you may come back. How are things on deck? Are the 
men handling everything properly?’’ 

“‘Aye, sir. The storm made.a mess of the rigging, but 
they’re straightened out now, and nearly all has been set to 
rights. The day is calm and smooth. Just enough breeze to 
make good time,’’ Rawlings said as he brushed a damp 
strand of hair from Callista’s face and straightened her bed. 

“Well, continue as normal, Rawlings. I’ be up later. 
P’ve been considering what we are to do with our sick 
cabin boy. I think I have the answer if she ever gets well 
enough to listen to reason.’’ 

Rawlings raised his brow in question, and Wolfram 
continued, ‘‘] thought she could continue as she has been 
doing. None of the men suspected her, and only the three 
of us know her true identity. In that manner she can earn 
her passage to the islands. When we reach there, she can 
go about her -business.”’ 

Rawlings smiled with relief. He had known Captain 
Wolfram would think of something. If they had hidden her 
away, the men would have grown suspicious and trouble- 
some. As it was he’d been surprised that no one had heard 
her scream. 

“‘T told you, sir, that you’d handle the situation, as you 
always do.”’ Saluting his captain, Rawlings continued, ‘‘If 
that will be all, sir, I will return to my duties.”’ 
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Ps the Peregrine sailed south, the weather grew warmer 
and the men’s spirits soared. Their duties were not as 
strenuous, and they used their spare time to laze in the sun 
and enjoy its warmth. They bathed and tanned themselves 
with the delight of children. 

Callista returned to her duties as cabin boy. The sailors 
were none the wiser about their young mate. Some liked to 
tease her about her feminine looks, but it went no further 
than that. Overall, they appreciated her quick wit, and she 
enjoyed their hearty company. 

First Mate Rawlings and Captain Wolfram watched their 
play in silent wonder. Both felt apprehensive about the 
young girl. She had not requested anything from them 
after her illness and had gladly returned to her strenuous 
duties. Yet the two men could not help but be concerned 
with the possibility that her true identity might be discovered. 

It had been a minor affront to Wolfram that she had 
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been so anxious to return to work instead of staying on in 
his cabin. She had accepted his and Rawlings ministrations 
without protest, but did not insinuate herself with obsequi- 
ous gratitude. She thanked them graciously for their care 
of her, and that had been the extent of their conversation. 
The one exception had been her explanation to the captain 
of the circumstances that had led Rawlings to sign her on. 
She would accept any punishment he deemed fit, she told 
Woliram. 

Neither Rawlings nor the captain could understand the 
young woman. Who she really was and why she:d posed 
as a cabin boy remained her secret. The only hint to her 
past were the words she’d spoken in delirium. 

Callista’s days were full and tiring, but she thrived on 
the work. The sea and the wind exhilarated her. The sun 
brought back the healthy glow to her skin, and she felt 
more alive than she’d felt since leaving Tantallon. She 
enjoyed her banter with the crew, although ever aware of 
the risk of being discovered to be a woman. All the 
worries of the past faded, but, as they sailed south, Callista 
could not help but wonder what her future would bring 
once land was reached. 

The waters had turned turquoise blue, and Callista spent 
as much time as the cook allowed on deck. She watched, 
as she had from Tantallon’s cliffs, the gulls sail swiftly 
and gracefully through the air and plunge into the deli- 
cately shaded waters to seek their food. At these times, 
Callista would find some secluded place so she might relax 
and enjoy one of the few pleasures of the past. She was 
unaware, however, that she was the subject of Corbin 
Wolfram’s careful scrutiny. 

The captain wondered what she was thinking when her 
face appeared filled with grief, or when that secret smile 
that was beyond him to fathom appeared. He noticed, too, 
as she stretched her taut muscles and straightened her 
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shoulders to ease tension, the soft curve of her figure, the 
firm upthrust breasts, and the hardened nipples, as the cool 
breeze blew against them. Then Wolfram would feel him- 
self aroused and would turn away, disgusted and bitter 
toward all women. Each time he promised himself that he 
would not watch her again, but his eyes and body betrayed 
him as she walked across the deck to her special place. 

As the days passed and they neared the islands, Callista’s 
worries increased. She sought privacy more and more as 
she tried to make plans for the day she would have to 
depart the Peregrine. Callista knew it would be hopeless to 
ask to stay on board because of the captain’s obvious 
dislike of her. She had done her best to avoid him, for she 
did not want to arouse his anger and suffer reprisal. He 
could still punish her for her duplicity. 

The day before they were to reach port, Callista finished 
her work and hurried to her special place. In the far 
distance she could see a small spot, which she assumed to 
be the island of Haiti. Sudden tears blinded her as she 
thought of having to go through more deceptions to gain 
passage to America. From there, she believed, it would be 
simpler to find her way back to Scotland. 

In America there would be more opportunity to find 
work if she did not immediately succeed in connecting 
with a ship. Haiti offered less chance for survival since the 
population was limited to rich landowners and slaves. 

Callista’s depression was so deep she did not hear the 
captain’s approach or realize he now stood beside her. For 
a moment Wolfram did not speak. He did not know ex- 
actly what to say to the young woman who'd captured his 
imagination. He was baffled by the combination of strength 
and vulnerability in her. He gazed out across the clear 
water before turning to find tears in her eyes. *“What 
makes the cabin boy cry? That isn’t very manly.”’ 

His statement was misconstrued by Callista, and she 
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turned on him in a fury. “‘It may not be very manly to you 
because you have no feelings. A real man isn’t afraid to 
show tears. Emotions are not only a feminine quality,’’ 
she stammered as she realized too late to change the words 
that she’d lashed out at Wolfram. Abruptly, she added the 
word, ‘*Sir!”’ 

Wolfram threw back his head and roared with laughter. 
‘Well, Pll be damned. The cabin boy has a tongue and 
can say something besides thank you.”’ 

Callista turned her face away from the captam. ‘“‘?’'m 
sorry, sir. I spoke hastily. Now if you will excuse me, Pll 
return to my duties.”’ 

‘‘Hold there, seaman,’’ Wolfram commanded as she 
turned to leave. “‘I haven’t given you permission to leave, 
and you haven’t answered my question.’’ 

Callista held herself rigid as she turned once more to 
face him. Her gaze was as hard as amber glass, her eyes 
bright with anger, her chin jutted forward. “‘Aye, sir,’’ she 
said. 

Wolfram spoke sternly, but a smile tugged at the corners 
of his lips. His eyes gleamed with admiration at her cour- 
age in facing him down. No one else would dare look at 
me so insolently, he thought. ‘‘Are you going to answer 
my question?’’ he said. 

‘‘What question is that, sir?’’ Callista asked coolly. 

‘‘Cal Brummel, or whatever your name is, you know 
damn well what question. But I shall repeat it for you. 
What makes you cry?’’ 

‘“‘’m not crying, sir,’ Callista said as she looked at the 
man before her. He had invaded her privacy and thought 
she should tell him her innermost thoughts. Well, she 
thought, He can go to hell. She was shocked at herself. 
Callista realized she had learned more from the sailors than 
she’d thought. Now she was cursing like them. Smiling 
secretly at her own thought, Cailista did not notice the rage 
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she had evoked in the captain. Her insolent behavior added 
to her slight impish smile erased Wolfram’s congenial 
mood. He was a man used to the complete rule of his ship. 

Wolfram reached out and grabbed Callista by the arms, 
squeezing viciously. She gasped but made no other sound 
to indicate the pain:he’d inflicted. He was her adversary, 
just as Nesseilda and Edwin had been, and she would not 
give way. 

In a voice filled with controlled rage, Wolfram ground 
out, ““Answer me!’’ 

Steeling herself so that no emotion showed in her voice, 
Callista said, “‘Sir, I have answered you. I am not crying.”’ 

The bruising grip tightened as he stared down into the 
deep amber pools. Wolfram could see the tears well in 
her eyes. He saw, too, just how obstinate she was. For the 
first time in his mature life, Wolfram met a force to equal 
his own. 

As his fingers bit into her flesh, Callista forced a defiant 
smile to her lips. She’d be damned before she let him 
know the pain she was experiencing. Angered as he was, 
the smile that made her mouth curve deliciously maddened 
him beyond reason. He crushed her to his lean body and 
kissed her brutally. 

Taken by surprise, Callista had no time to protest. His 
lips took hers, and his tongue probed deeply into her 
mouth as though such searching would release the secrets 
held there. Callista felt a stirring deep within her—a new 
sensation, a longing unlike anything she’d ever exper- 
ienced—and she surrendered herself to the moment before 
her anger resurfaced. Then she balled her fist and struck 
him with all her strength. It was a futile gesture, for he did 
not seem to feel her blow. His chest was a band of hard 
muscle honed by years at sea, and it would take much 
more power than Callista’s to make him aware of her 
intent to do him harm. 
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Wolfram paid little heed to Callista’s action, wrapped as 
he was in the sensuous exploration of her soft lips. Only a 
sharp kick to his shin brought his mind back to thoughts of 
his safety. ‘‘Damn the vixen!’’ he muttered to himself as 
she twisted free. 

Holding her at arms length, he ordered her to stop. “‘It 
is enough! I have had enough of your nonsense. We will 
be making port tonight, and you will be locked in the first 
mate’s cabin. I will put you off the ship at a time when I 
can be assured that you’ll not get on board again.”’ 

Callista ceased to struggle. She gazed up at Wolfram 
and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Hate 
burning brightly in her eyes, she said, ‘‘You can put me 
ashore at any time, sir. I have no intention of boarding 
your ship again even if I have to work as a plantation 
slave.’’ Her voice was calm and without a trace of the 
emotion that had sprung to life in the past few minutes. 

The abrupt change of attitude left Wolfram slightly 
bewildered. He stared down into her lovely face for a few 
moments before he released her. His bright blue eyes held 
a puzzled expression as he said, ‘‘I can assure you that you 
will never again be granted the opportunity. Whether you 
wish it or not. Now go to the first mate’s cabin and remain 
there until it is time to disembark.”’ 

Callista saluted Wolfram as she had seen the other 
sailors do. She walked swiftly and as bravely as possible 
away from the captain of the Peregrine. 

Wolfram noted the pride with which Callista held her- 
self as she made her way across the deck. He could not 
keep himself from admiring her spirit. It was a spirit any 
man would be proud to possess. 

The hate Corbin Wolfram held for all women dimmed 
somewhat. The young woman with the amber eyes had 
gained a certain amount of respect from the captain. She 
had courage and determination. She had not asked for his 
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respect, but had gained it through hard work and the pluck 
with which she fought for her rights. Wolfram had never 
encountered such a female. It was a new experience for 
him, and he could not put her or the feel of her flesh from 
his mind -as he made his way back to the bridge. 

The light of day faded slowly as Callista sat curled on 
the first mate’s bunk with her chin resting lightly on her 
knees. She had heard the key in the lock earlier that 
afternoon and knew the captain had kept his word to assure 
she would not hide anywhere on board the ship. 

Callista had watched the island through the porthole as 
the Peregrine neared. By the time dusk descended, they 
were in port, and the cargo was already being unloaded. 
She could hear the men as they hurried about their work, 
hoping to finish quickly enough so they could go ashore 
and partake of women and rum. 

Night had moved in by the time the ship had finally 
quieted. The first mate’s cabin lay in darkness as Callista 
sat as still as a statue in the dark. Uncertain of what was to 
become of her, she did not want to draw attention to the 
cabin by lighting the lamp. The full moon gave some light, 
but not enough to illuminate the room. Callista watched 
the slender rays filter through the porthole all during the 
long night. 

Only once in the interminable hours did she sleep. She 
dreamed of seeing her father in the states. He had aged but 
was alive and well. He wore rough clothing and was 
surrounded by piles of red clay. It appeared to be a digging 
of some sort. Shovels and picks lay nearby as he turned 
and smiled at her. 

Heavy footsteps woke Cailista. She listened intently to 
the pacing on the deck and realized it was the watchman. 
Drowsily her thoughts returned to the dream. She lay with 
her head pressed against her knees as she went over each 
small detail. Suddenly she gasped as the full impact of the 
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vision hit her. Her head jerked up, and her eyes widened 
in the darkness. This had been no ordinary dream, but a 
clear message that her father was in the States, and all that 
had transpired during the last months was meant to take 
her to him. 

Time passed swiftly as Callista contemplated how she 
would reach the States. Her thoughts were broken when 
she noticed that the pacing from above had ceased. She 
eased from the bunk and glanced out of the porthole. The 
moon was waning, and the sky had become a soft purple. 
It was nearing dawn. 

The sound of footsteps at her door sent Callista scurry- 
ing into the dark shadows of the bunk. As the key grated 
in the lock, her nerves stretched taut and were near the 
breaking point. The terrible uncertainty of what lay ahead, 
not only on this ship but once she was ashore, was more 
than she could bear. Then the cabin door swung open to 
reveal the steely-eyed Captain Wolfram. 

The light from the lamp he held cast a pale glow over 
the cabin as he leaned heavily against the door frame. 
Callista noted his disheveled appearance. The man before 
her was very different from the one she’d known. 

He was usually meticulous about his appearance, but 
now his shirt was soiled and ripped. The muscular chest 
with its fine mat of curly black hair that she had found so 
attractive when she’d first come on board now appeared 
unseemly. His britches were also stained, and his boots 
were scuffed and dusty. 

Callista could only assume that he had been on the 
island, enjoying the pleasures it offered, and now had 
returned so that he might have the pleasure of personally 
throwing her off his ship. 

Climbing from the bunk, she stood erect. Callista threw 
back her head and stared at the captain. If he planned to 
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see her humbled, he was in for a surprise. She would leave 
the Peregrine with as much dignity as she could summon. 
- They gazed at each other in silence, then Wolfram 
kicked the door shut. His eyes traveled over her, his sensu- 
ous lips curved in a smile, and she knew she’d misjudged 
his intention. Wolfram sauntered forward and set the lamp 
and the bottle of wine he’d concealed on the nearby table. 

She was lovely, he thought, her head thrown back in 
defiance, her breasts full and tempting despite the over- 
sized shirt. The hat she’d worn lay on the bunk, and her 
lustrous black hair cascaded to her waist. The slender, 
well-shaped legs were revealed to perfection in the boyish 
pants, and her small feet were bare against the rough 
planking of the floor. Stunned, Wolfram realized he had 
desired her from the first moment he’d touched her, the 
night she lay ill in his bunk. Then he’d thought his arousal 
was the result of not having bedded a woman in a while, 
but tonight proved otherwise. None of the women ashore 
could elicit a response from him. All he could see as he 
looked at them was the slender young form of the woman 
he’d left on board ship. 

Wolfram had ordered a bottle of wine and set off to 
slake his desire. /f she’s good, he thought, / may keep her 
until we reach the States. 

‘*l’ve come to celebrate your departure, my dear,’’ he 
said. 

The lascivious lilt in his voice puzzled her, but she kept 
hers steady and respectful. ‘There is no need for celebration, 
sir. If you will please take me ashore, I will trouble you no 
longer.”’ 

Wolfram laughed devilishly. He looked intently at Callista, 
then softly he said, as he reached out to unlace her shirt, 
**There is need.’’ 

Jerking away from him, Callista slapped his face and 
raced toward the door. Even in his bemused state, Wolfram’s 
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speed and agility brought her back into the room and into 
his arms. His lips came down on hers fiercely. Then gentle 
kisses rained on her lips, traced the line of her throat, 
moved down the swell of her breasts. His lips caressed her 
and seemed to draw the strength from. her as she tried 
desperately to pull away. The feelings he’d awakened the 
day before on deck came again, and while her mind cried 
out for her to flee, her body refused to respond to anything 
except the man who held her captive. Callista opened her- 
lips to his seeking tongue. Wolfram’s hands caressed her 
as they made their way to the laces of her shirt. Slowly he 
undid them until at last her young, bare breasts lay exposed. 
The touch of his skin against hers brought a shiver as 
sparks of fire raced through her veins. Wolfram released 
her mouth and let his lips trail over her smooth cheek to 
the soft flesh of her neck. His breath on her skin was 
almost unbearable. A thrill of pleasure ran through her, 
each caress carrying her beyond reason, till she beckoned 
his lips, his touch, her fire equaling his. 

Wolfram’s eyes softened to a rich sapphire as he gazed 
down at her. Her delicate lips parted, her tongue nervously 
touching her lips. She returned his gaze, unable to move, 
aware that mirrored in his expression was her own desire. 

He picked her up gently and placed her on the bunk. 
Slowly he slid the boy’s pants from her hips, and she lay 
naked before him. The gentle morning air touched her 
skin, and she was suddenly aware of what was to come. 
She watched as Wolfram discarded his clothes, and still 
she could not move. Sliding into the bunk, he pulled her 
into his arms and renewed his assault on her senses, his 
lips once more capturing hers. 

Callista trembled, as much from the touch of him as 
from the fear that now took hold. ‘‘Please, you don’t 
understand. I’ve known no-man.’’ 

Wolfram raised himself to rest on his elbow and looked 
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into those amber eyes. He didn’t believe her. No decent 
woman would have attempted to sign on board a ship as a 
cabin boy. She was no innocent. A smile touched his lips 
as he lightly traced the outline of Callista’s soft mouth. 
‘‘Then I shall be your first,’’ he teased, his lips claiming 
hers, cutting off the possibility of reply. 

His hands cupped her breasts and fondled the nipples 
until they stood hard and erect. Her response only con- 
firmed Wolfram’s suspicion. His fingers probed the inner- 
most depths of her body, and while part of her struggled 
against the onslaught, she was powerless to deny the desire 
that now inflamed her. Wolfram’s hands and mouth played 
over her, teased her, gentled her until her thighs parted to 
receive him. A shaft of pain shot through her, and Wol- 
fram stopped, now aware that her words had been truth. 
His heart constricted as he watched her tears come. Then, 
his movements now gentle, he swept her beyond the pain 
to a warm and languid release. 

Wolfram rolled from her and. sat up on the side of the 
bunk. She turned away from him. What had she done, she 
thought, to have behaved as such a wanton? There would 
not be the future she dreamed of for her, where genera- 
tions of her children would inherit her beloved Tantalion. 
And what of this man who sat beside her? Humiliation 
stung her cheeks—and anger—for him and for herself. 

Wolfram avoided looking at her. He would not name his 
feeling guilt, and he could not understand it. Corbin Wol- 
fram had never in all his thirty-four years lost complete 
control of himself as he had in the past hours. Nor had any 
woman ever caused him a moment of discomfort. ‘‘Damn!”’ 
he said and hit his thigh with his fist. 

Callista slid to the edge of the bunk next to the wall. 
She wanted to be free of him, free of the Peregrine, she 
wanted to get on with whatever awaited her. The move- 
ment brought Wolfram’s attention, and he pulled her up to 
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face him. He searched her face for a sign. Of what, he was 
not certain, but in that moment he needed some kind of 
response from her. 

Callista met his eyes, and for a fleeting moment, some- 
thing there flickered between them, something that might 
forever bind them. But as quickly as it had come, it was 
gone. ‘“Try to get some sleep,”’ he said. ‘‘It’s still early 
yet.” 

Callista watched the captain warily as he dressed. She 
was exhausted and felt as if her eyes would close at any 
time, but she fought to keep them open. She would. not 
sleep until he was gone. Nor would she speak. She was 
afraid if she made any sound, it would be to scream. She 
was certain she felt nothing for this man, nor he for her. 
What they had done had come about through animal lust. 
There was no love between them, no friendship, no caring 
for each other. 

As he ‘pulled on his boots and turned to the door, 
Callista finally spoke, her tone, like her thoughts, belligerent. 

‘‘When will you put me ashore?”’ 

Wolfram studied her, his brow creased as though he was 
trying to understand what she’d said. ‘‘P’H let you know.”’ 

As the door closed behind Wolfram, Callista muffled 
screams of rage and frustration into the pillow. Then, her 
fury spent, she slept. 


Rawlings listened to the sound that came from his cabin. 
He had seen the captain as he left the cabin, still tucking 
his shirt into his pants. Now Rawlings stood in the shad- 
ows and let fury wash over him for the man he had only 
recently begun to call friend. He had no doubt about what 
happened in his cabin. 

Once the sounds had ceased, Rawlings quietly entered 
the room. He found Callista asleep, her face swollen and 
her lashes still wet with tears. Her long hair was in tangles, 
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and it spread out across the pillow that she clutched to her 
breast. 

Rawlings felt his face suffuse with heat. It was his fault 
that she was on this ship, and he felt a sense of righteous 
indignation for what had happened to her. Rawlings could 
kick himself for becoming involved with the young woman. 
He would not have blamed his captain if there had been 
any emotional involvement, but he knew there had been 
none. 

Rawlings tucked in the blanket that covered her and 
smoothed the hair from her face. At his touch Callista’s 
eyes flew open, and in that instant he saw the humiliation 
she felt. Rawlings controlled the anger he felt toward 
Captain Wolfram. No point in letting Cal in on his feelings 
about the man. ‘‘Is there something I can do for you?”’ 

A wisp of a smile touched Callista’s lips as she said, 
‘No, I’m fine. Thank you for your concern. All I need is 
rest.”’ 

‘“Are you sure?’’ he asked, concern clearly marked in his 

face. . 
Callista nodded, then turned away. He knew what had 
taken place, and she was embarrassed. How could she 
explain to this dear man that her own body had betrayed 
her? 

Rawlings leaned heavily against the closed door that led 
to his cabin. His emotions were in turmoil, and he felt as if 
he were being torn in two. He was loyal to his captain, but 
the man had gone too far this time. He’d hurt an innocent 
young woman. Rawlings had to confront him, even if it 
earned him the lash for insolence. 


Unable to sleep, Corbin Wolfram lay in his bunk, his 
eyes on the rough wood ceiling of his cabin. The lingering 
scent of the woman surrounded him, hovered like a cloud of 
mist. Was it real, he wondered, or just his memory playing 
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tricks? He pictured her face, the feel of her skin, the 
remembered taste of her lips. He wanted her. He wanted 
her even now while conflicting emotions churned at his 
insides. He had plainly seduced an innocent young woman, 
and he’d hurt her deeply. 

Sitting up abruptly, Wolfram ran his fingers through his 
hair. She was in his blood still, even after he’d bedded 
her. Why could he not rid himself of her? 

Wolfram paced the cabin floor. What could he do about 
the person who called herself Cal Brummel? After what 
seemed like hours he finally settled himself behind the 
desk and absently began to log the previous day’s happen- 
ings. A hesitant knock sounded at the door, and he looked 
up to see Rawlings enter. 

The two men eyed each other speculatively and sensed 
the impending interview held major importance for them 
both. Wolfram was first to speak. ‘‘State your business, 
Rawlings.”’ 

Rawlings saluted, aware that the professional relation- 
Ship between them dictated form. ‘‘What I am about to say 
is unpleasant for me and for you, but I have to do it. I 
could not live with myself were I to remain silent.”’ 

Wolfram waved Rawlings to a chair, his eyes cold. He 
.could tell by the first mate’s expression that he knew what 
had transpired. ‘‘Have done with it.then. We have other 
things to do today besides air our personal grievances.”’ 

“You're right, sir, and I’ll be brief if you will answer 
only one question.’’ The agitation Rawlings felt was appar- 
ent in his voice. 

‘“What’s that, Rawlings?’’ 

‘‘What do you intend to do with the girl?”’ 

Wolfram arched his brow, and his lips hardened into an 
unapproachable line as he asked, ‘‘What concern is it of 
yours?” 
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‘*I brought her on board, and I don’t like what has 
happened to her.”’ 

Wolfram’s anger flashed as he eyed the insolent first 
mate. ‘‘What do you mean by that, sir?’’ 

‘‘Captain, you know exactly what I mean.”’ 

Wolfram looked sharply at Rawlings, laid down the 

quill, and closed the log as he tried to control his anger. 
‘It’s no concern of yours what I do. You’re the first mate 
and not my superior. You are now excused, Rawlings.”’ 
_ Rawlings’s knuckles turned white as he gripped the 
arms of the chair. ‘‘It is my concern. She is a decent 
young woman, not a slut from the streets. Anyone with 
eyes can see that. PH not berate you with what you have 
done, but you do have some responsibility toward her. Are 
you going to put her ashore as she. thinks?’’ 

Corbin stood and pressed his palms onto the desk as he 
said, ‘‘Rawlings, you are being insolent to your command- 
ing officer and I could have you whipped for it, but I 
won't. You’re like all other men. You’ve been taken in by 
a pretty face. Let me assure you that no woman is worth 
losing any skin over. They have no honor. Now that she’s 
been initiated, she’ll pull up her skirts at the drop of a hat 
as long as she has something to gain.”’ 

Rawlings trembled with rage, a nervous tick pulsing in 
his cheek. ‘‘I repeat, what are you going to do with her?”’ 

Wolfram had asked the same question many times dur- 
ing the last hours, but he would not allow Rawlings’s 
reproach to force him into any action. ‘‘She will travel to 
the States with us. If I tire of her before then, she can 
resume her duties as cabin boy. When we reach the States, 
she can go about her business.’’ 

Rawlings would not trust himself to move or speak. He 
was uncertain of what he would do. He wanted to strangle 
the bastard who stood before him. He stared at the man 
whom he had regarded so highly only a couple of days 
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before. The captain had to repeat himself twice to make 
Rawlings hear his order, ‘‘Now that I’ve answered your 
question, you may go.”’ 

Jerking himself to his feet, Rawlings nearly ran from the 
cabin. He had to get away from his captain or he’d kill 
him. The bile rose in his throat as he rushed up on deck. 
He had never before been angry enough with another 
human being to become physically ill. 

A heavy scowl crossed Wolfram’s face as he watched 
his first mate flee the cabin. He slammed his fist down on 
the desk, scattering papers about the floor. It was the 
_woman’s fault as it always was, he thought. He had lost 
one of his best men, a good and loyal friend, all because 
of the woman who lay sleeping in the next cabin. She 
would be punished for it. With rage racing through his 
veins, Wolfram walked briskly back to Rawlings’s cabin. 

His loud entry did not disturb Callista’s exhausted sleep. 
She lay curled into a ball with her raven hair spread about 
her soft shoulders. The blanket had slipped from her and 
now rested at her waist. Her smooth back and one firm 
breast were visible to Wolfram’s gaze. | 

Wolfram had to admit she was the loveliest woman he 
had ever seen. She was not what fashion decreed a beauty. 
Those pale creatures were wailflowers while she was an 
exotic orchid. 

Her smooth olive skin beckoned his touch, her lips 
parted enticingly. Her dark hair and lashes lent an aura of 
mystery that he yearned to explore. His anger waned and 
was replaced by a longing to feel her in his arms, to have 
her firm breasts pressed against his chest, to feel himself 
deep within the moist warmth of her. 

Wolfram locked the door of the cabin. He removed his 
clothes, and he slipped into the bunk. Feeling his warmth, 
Calista snuggled closer. She did not awake as Wolfram 
placed her head on his shoulder and his arm about her. He 
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kissed her gently on the forehead and eyes before he let his 
lips travel down the small upturned nose to the soft lips. 

Callista’s slumber was not interrupted by Wolfram’s 
kiss, for it blended with her dream. Pleasure rippled along 
her nerves. Since her sixteenth year, Callista had dreamed 
the same dream. Yet she had never been able to make out 
her Jover’s features. Now as the pressure of his lips made 
that dream reality, she saw his face and those fire blue 
eyes. 

Startled by the vision, she woke. Held still in its sensu- 
ous pleasure, Callista responded to Wolfram’s kiss, the 
gentle teasing tongue that mingled with hers. The thril of 
her dream ran down the length of her slender body as his 
hand traveled over her skin. 

Collecting her wits, Callista stiffened in Wolfram’s arms. 
In-one swift movement, she pushed him away. Wolfram’s 
surprise was evident as he gazed down at the trembling 
lips. His voice was soft as he said, ‘‘Relax and let yourself 
respond. You will enjoy it as much as I.” 

Stifling the urge to do just that, she pulled the blanket 
around her. How could she tell him she was fighting 
herself as much as she was fighting him? She could not 
speak until he took her by the shoulders and pulled her 
toward him. ‘‘Please,’’ she said, only to have him capture 
her lips again. 

Wolfram’s kiss was firm, his tongue warily tasting her 
sweetness, its movement meant to persuade, to dare, but 
not to frighten her. She returned his caress, the sensation 
within her exquisite. Under his touch, her passion blazed, 
sending tendrils of pleasure cascading through her. 

Suddenly Wolfram held her away from him. ‘‘What is 
your name?’’ How ridiculous the question suddenly sounded 
to him as they lay entwined. Callista’s eyes widened, a 
similar thought striking her. ‘‘Callista Drummond.’’ 

Wolfram formally introduced himself, and they laughed. 
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But the laughter died as they looked into each other’s eyes. 
Wolfram’s voice was husky with desire when he spoke. 
“*Do you want me?’’ 

Callista nodded, shy and unable to put into words these 
feelings so new to her. 

Drawing her close against his sinewy body, he kissed 
her hair and the cleft of her chin, and his lips slid to the 
hollow of her throat. ‘‘I love no woman,’’ he murmured. 
“You know that, don’t you?”’ 

He raised his head, and Callista met his eyes. ‘‘] know, 
and I love no man.’’ She did not add that no man would 
love her after this day. Their passion had briefly clouded 
her mind, but his words made things real again. There was 
only this moment, and she meant to have it, to store it in 
memory against the awesome emptiness that was to follow. 

Callista threw her arms about his neck and kissed him, 
savoring the bittersweet joy. 

Gently pulling free of her, Wolfram gazed down into 
her face as though searching for something. ‘‘Are you 
sure?’’ he asked. 

Callista nodded as she said, ‘‘Yes, if ’'m a whore, I 
Shall play the part well.”’ ~ 

Wolfram’s hands fell free of her as though she had 
burned him. His eyes grew hard and cold. ‘‘Why do you 
say that?’’ 

“It is what you made me,’’ she said without self-pity. 
“I desire you, I do not love you. I am no lady, for no 
decent woman possesses the passion I now feel. I am 
Scottish and Gypsy, a half-caste and a whore.”’ 

Within seconds she’d drawn a scathing picture of herself 
that shocked even her. Caught up in her own words, she 
went on, “‘Do I not please you, sir?’’ 

A hard slap brought Callista back to her senses.. She 
scrambled to find the blanket, wrapped it around her, and 
turned from him. 
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Wolfram looked down at the slender form in the bunk. 
A grim line of exasperation made his lips thin and hard. 
He could not understand what had transpired. The woman 
had responded to him in kind and then had gone berserk 
screaming vile accusations at him and herself. Confused, 
Wolfram threw on his clothes and left the cabin without a 
word. He could not talk now. He had too much to 
contemplate. What he had done to the woman, he truly did 
not know. 

Wolfram went straight up on deck. He hoped the smell 
of the fresh air would help him untangle his thoughts so 
that he could sort out the situation in which he now found 
himself. He shook his head as he thought over all that had 
happened in the last day. Has the whole world gone mad? 
he asked himself. 

Coming to a decision, Wolfram went to the bridge 
where the first mate stood staring across the blue water 
toward the.island. For a few moments Wolfram also gazed 
at the lush greenness that lay like a giant lily upon the blue 
water. Crossing his arms over his chest, he leaned back on 
his heels and said, ‘‘Rawlings, I’ve changed my mind 
about the woman. I’m going to tum her over to you. What 
you do with her is your business. Whether she stays here 
or goes on to the States is your decision.’’ Wolfram spoke 
gruffly but not in anger. The constriction that formed in 
his throat at the thought of losing the beautiful young 
woman made speech difficult. Clearing his throat as he 
turned his back on the first mate, Wolfram said, ‘‘Go to 
her.”’ 

Rawlings’s brows arched in surprise. His eyes sparkled 
with joy. He knew in that moment that he would never 
understand Corbin Wolfram. However, he would not ques- 
tion the man about his change of heart. Smiling, he said, 
‘‘Aye, sir, and thank you.”’ 

If Rawlings had seen the strange look cross Wolfram’s 
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face as the first mate turned away, he would not have 
understood it any more than the captain understood Rawl- 
ings’s happiness. 

Rawlings entered the cabin and softly shut the door so 
as not to disturb Cal. He thought she still slept but turned 
to see her sitting on the side of the bunk, staring into 
space. He’d not ask if something more had happened 
between her and the captain. He didn’t need to because her 
dejected expression told him more than words could. 

Rawlings placed a gentle hand on Callista’s shoulder. 
‘*The captain has given me permission to take you ashore 
if that is your wish.”’ 

Callista remained motionless for a moment before she 
looked up at him. Her eyes shimmered with tears, and her 
mouth twisted into a grimace of a smile. “‘I see. When do 
we leave?”’ 

Rawlings’s heart tightened at the sight of her despondency. 
‘Is it your wish to remain in the islands, or would you 
prefer to go on to the States?’’ 

Callista shook her head, and‘a flash of anger brightened 
her eyes. ‘‘No thank you. I'll stay here, or in hell, if I 
have to pay my fare in such token.”’ 

Rawlings squatted beside her and took her hand within 
his own. ‘‘You don’t have to do that. You are under my 
protection now. The captain will not bother you again. | 
have his word.”’ 

His words should have comforted Callista, but they 
caused only more pain. They served to remind her that 
she’d become someone who could be cast aside without a 
backwards glance. Tears slipped from beneath her thick 
lashes as she pressed her eyes tightly together to shut out 
her thoughts. 

Rawlings’s restraint broke as he took her tenderly within 
his arms and smoothed the tangled mass of hair. ‘‘Hush, 
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little raven. If you don’t want to go ashore, you don’t have 
to. What is your wish?’’ 

Callista began to sob, her head buried in Rawlings’s 
chest. At this point she didn’t know what she wanted. 
Finally she said, “‘Will you take me to the States so I 
might join my father?’’ 

Rawlings’s muscles tensed, and his arms tightened about 
her as Callista spoke. He had assumed she was alone in the 
world or she would not have been fleeing for her life. 
Surprise filled his voice as he said, ‘‘Of course I will, but 
where in the States do you want to go? It’s a mighty big 
place, and there are many different ports.”’ 

Callista, so overwhelmed by what had happened to 
her, had not really thought out the words that came 
from her lips. Her plan had always been to return to 
Tantallon. Perhaps it was the vision that spoke in her. 
Hadn’t it told her she’d find him in the States? But she 
couldn’t tell Rawlings her secret. ‘‘I—I’m not sure,’’ she 
said. 

Rawlings set her gently back on the bunk. ‘‘It’s like I 
said, the States is a mighty big place, but it’ll double in 
size if you don’t know where you’re going to look for him. 
Wouldn’t it be better for you to take the first ship back 
home—wherever that might be?’’ 

Callista shook her head. *‘No, I must find my father. 
And I will, I just know it.”’ 

Shrugging his shoulders, Rawlings said, ‘‘All right. 
That’s up to you. If you want to go to the States, you'll 
go. Is that what you want, Cal?’’ 

She told him yes, then added her real name. She was 
tired of the subterfuge, and she owed him at least the 
knowledge of who she was. 

Rawlings let her name play over his lips as soft as a 
caress. “‘Callista Drummond, it’s a lovely name,’’ he said, 
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‘‘like its owner. Now rest, dear Callista..No one shall 


harm you. I give you my word.”’ 
Callista snuggled down under the blanket. She trusted 
Rawlings. He would protect her from the barbarian that 


ruled the Peregrine. Callista closed her eyes and slept. 


86 


Chapter 5 


ee hands of the clock traveled across its face twice as 
Callista slept. During those long hours, Rawlings went 
ashore and purchased the things she would need to wear 
when she reached the States. He took care only to buy the 
things that would enhance her beauty and assure that every- 
one knew her to be the lady she was. 

He found a beautiful pale-green gown made of the 
softest light cotton. It would serve Callista until she reached 
the States where she could purchase more seasonable things. 
He had measured her feet while she slept and had found a 
small pair of kid slippers to match the gown. He left the 
undergarments to the shop lady. He knew very little about 
women’s gowns much less the things that went underneath 
them. The clerk assured him that all the things she had 
collected were essential for the well-dressed lady. The 
only item that she could not provide was the bonnet, but the 
milliner’s shop was just across the way. Rawlings also 
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purchased a bar of perfumed soap, which he knew Callista 
would love. 

As he walked along the cobbled street, among the old 
houses that had been built during the earliest Spanish 
occupation, Rawlings could almost picture Callista on the 
wrought-iron balconies, with a lace mantilla flowing about 
her raven hair and her golden skin glowing from the 
tropical sun. She was as exotic to the first mate as this 
island paradise. 

He frowned at the thought of her traveling alone in the 
States in search of her father. What manner of man would 
leave his daughter to fend for herself? he asked himself as 
he passed under a stone arch that led to the harbor. What 
would become of her? She had no knowledge of the country, 
he thought as he placed the packages in the small boat and 
climbed in. Look what has already happened. He chided 
himself as he rowed toward the Peregrine. 

Was it the exertion of rowing or his thoughts that caused 
a light film of perspiration to form on his forehead? He 
wiped it away. ‘‘Callista.’’ he said her name in a soft 
whisper to the lapping waves. “‘As long as you need me, 
I’ll be there, my little raven.’’ 


Callista did not know when the Peregrine upped anchor 
and sailed into the open sea, bound for the port of Savannah, 
Georgia. Late the following morning when she awoke, 
Callista felt refreshed and once more herself. Her life had 
drastically changed since she’d escaped London and boarded 
the Peregrine. There had been no one to protect her, and 
there would be no one. She was not a whore, she knew, 
and with that realization came a still greater knowledge. 
She had been seduced and awakened to desires she had 
never known existed within her. She’d been betrayed by a 
man and by her own wanton passions. But she’d be damned 
if she’d accept condemnation. 
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Cailista did not hear the cabin door open and was star- 
tled when the first mate spoke. ‘‘So you’ve decided to 
wake up. For a while I thought you’d sleep the whole 
voyage back home.”’ 

‘*Home?’’ she queried. 

‘“‘Aye. We’re on our way. We’ll be docking in Savannah. 
That’s where I call home. It’s where I signed on my first 
ship after running away from my parents’ farm. I couldn’t 
be satisfied with their dirt-poor living so I hightailed it to 
the coast and took the first ship that would have me.”’ 

With the grace of a cat, Callista stretched her arms 
above her head and smiled. “‘I’'m glad you did or we 
would never have met.’”’ 

‘‘Or had as much trouble as you’ve had.’’ Rawlings 
added. 

Callista’s smile faded. ‘‘I] should have realized those 
things happen when you take foolish chances. But I didn’t 
consider the consequences of my rash actions. I’m the only 
one to blame for that—it wasn’t your fault.’’ 

Rawlings seated himself on the bunk next to Callista. 
The lines about his mouth deepened, and his look was 
solemn. ‘‘I’ll try to make it up to you.”’ 

Callista couldn’t stand the pity she saw in his eyes and 
quickly turned away. ““You don’t owe me anything. I am 
well-satisfied with your friendship, but I don’t want or 
need your regrets or sympathy.”’ 

Gently Rawlings cupped her chin and turned her to face 
him. ‘‘You have my friendship,’’ he said—and wanted to 
add, his heart as well, but that was touchy ground. Abruptly 
Rawlings changed the subject. ““Turn your head and wait 
until I say look.”’ 

Callista watched the emotions play over his rugged 
countenance. She arched her brow in question before obedi- 
ently turning to face the wall. She heard him leave the 
room and waited patiently until he returned. When he 
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reentered the cabin, she recognized the sound of water 
splashing. Then Rawlings said, ‘‘Now you can look.’’ 

The captain’s huge tub sat in the middle of the cabin, 
emanating steam that floated toward the grinning first 
mate. Impulsively, Callista started to throw back the blan- 
ket so she might rise; then she remembered she was naked. 
She looked anxiously at Rawlings. 

“Pll be off now,’’ he said, ‘‘so you can have your 
bath.’’ 

‘“‘Bless you, Josiah. You'll never know how I have 
longed for a true bath. How did you get the tub?”’ 

‘The captain let me borrow it. Don’t worry about that 
now, just enjoy it.’’ Josiah tossed Callista the perfumed 
bar of soap as he walked to the door. ‘‘Here, it’s some- 
thing I thought you would like.’”’ 

Callista held the delicately scented bar to her nose and 
sniffed its sweet aroma. Tears shimmered in her eyes as 
she looked at Rawlings. He was a good, kind man. He was 
worth ten of the captain. ‘“‘All I can say is thank you, 
Josiah, but you'll never know what this means to me.”’ 

Rawlings swallowed and cleared his throat. “‘That’s all 
that counts. Now have your bath.’’ As Josiah turned to the 
door, he glanced once more at Callista. ‘‘Oh, yes, there’s 
some clothes for you in the chair.’’ He left the cabin 
quickly before Callista saw the effect she had on him. He 
was aS much a man as any other, and her beauty stirred 
him. 

The moment the door closed, Callista dropped the soiled 
blanket and ran to the tub. She savored the near scalding 
water as she carefully stepped in. She lathered the soap 
until it looked like a huge cloud floating about her creamy 
skin. She did the same to her hair and thanked heaven 
once again for Josiah Rawlings. 

Callista luxuriated in the water until she feared she’d 
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turn into a wrinkled old woman. She climbed from the tub 
and dried herself vigorously, making her golden skin glow. 

Until that moment Callista had paid little heed to 
Rawlings’s mention of clothes. Now her gaze rested on the 
boxes placed in the chair. She quickly finished drying 
herself and, like a small child at Christmas, ran to open 
them. The first one contained sheer silk underwear with 
tiny rosebuds embroidered along the top of the chemise 
and pantalets. She slipped them on and luxuriated in their 
softness. They felt exquisite next to her skin after wearing. 
men’s clothing for so long. 

The second box held the most beautiful green gown that 
Callista had ever seen. Aunt Nesseilda had made her wear 
fine dresses in London, but none could compare with the 
gown that she now held against her. The coloring suited 
her to perfection and brought a glow to her amber eyes. Its 
simplicity drew one’s attention to the wearer, not the gown 
itself. 

Callista slipped it on and- was amazed at the comfort of 
the soft cotton material. At home and in London, she had 
dressed in heavier fabrics, wools and brocades. Callista 
loved the freedom this gown gave her. Her spirits soared 
as she finally slipped on the perfectly fitting slippers and 
swirled happily around the small cabin, making the gown 
flare with the motion. She loved its feel as it swept about 
her like a light summer’s breeze. 

A small box lay hidden beneath the wrappings of the 
others, and Callista had to dig to find it. As she opened it, 
she knew it was the most precious of all. A beautiful silver 
brush and comb and a handsomely carved mirror. Beside 
them lay two mother-of-pearl combs with which to deco- 
rate her hair. Callista held them tightly to her breast and 
squeezed her eyes shut. This was a dream come true. It 
had been so long since she had been able to dress her mass 
of raven hair. Callista sat down and began to struggle 
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through the once silken, now snarled mess. It would take 
her an hour to straighten out the tangles. 

Rawlings knocked on the door just as Callista was 
finishing. She straightened in the chair, spread the gown to 
flare about her on the floor, and lifted her chin regally 
before she bade him enter. 

Rawlings stopped on the threshold as his gaze traveled 
over Callista. He was stunned by the change in her. The 
cabin boy had become an elegant lady. He could see the 
perfect bone structure of her fine face. Her black hair-lay 
smoothly about her shoulders,.with the exception of the 
heavy locks that she’d pulled away from her face to be 
held by the mother-of-pearl combs. Her black brows arched 
slightly over her amber eyes, giving her a saucy expression. 
And adding to it all, her soft pink lips were curved into a 
mischievous smile. 

Rawlings’s gaze missed nothing as it traveled the length 
of her well-proportioned body. He noted the bodice of the 
green gown as it clung to her ripe fullness and revealed the 
soft swell of her breasts above the edge of the neckline. 
Her waist appeared tiny enough to span with his hands, 
and the soft folds of the skirt showed the tips of her kid 
slippers. The image was complete. He had sensed it from 
the first and now smiled at Callista and bowed. ““My 
Lady,”’ he said. 

Callista could no longer hold back the giggle, which had 
been building from the moment she saw the stunned expres- 
sion of Josiah’s face. She ran to him and threw her arms 
about his neck. ‘‘Thank you, Josiah. You have made me 
happier than I’ve been in a long time.”’ 

Pulling away from Callista, Rawlings went to the port- 
hole and looked out at the rolling waves. ‘‘?’'m glad you’re 
happy.’’ The tightness had begun to build once more, and 
he knew he had to put distance between them. She was too 
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much of a temptation, and for a brief moment he knew 
what the captain had felt. 

Smiling, Callista twirled before Rawlings so that he 
might see how lovely the gown was. In her naivety, she 
did not realize the effect she was having on the man. “‘It’s 
the most beautiful gown I have ever seen.’’ Callista stopped 
before him as she saw him frown. ‘‘What’s wrong? Have I 
done something to displease you?’’ 

‘Rawlings forced a smile to his lips as he rubbed his 
forehead with a work-roughened hand. *‘No, you haven’t 
done anything to displease me.’’ Holding out his arm, he 
continued, ‘‘Now would you like a stroll about the deck?’’ 

Callista hesitantly stepped back and shook her head, 
‘*The captain won’t like it if I go on deck.”’ 

“Don’t worry.’’ Rawlings said as he tried to reassure 
Callista. ““He has given his permission. You’re not in any 
danger from him or the crew. They found their pleasure on 
the island, and we will reach port again before two weeks 
are out. Come, you look slightly pale. I think you could 
use a little fresh air and sun.”’ 

Callista smiled timorously and took his proffered arm. 
She steeled herself to stop from trembling. ‘‘Yes, I could 
use some air.”’ 

Rawlings felt the slight tremble of her hand as she drew 
in a determined breath. Glancing at the small hand that 
rested on his arm, Rawlings thought, She’s got courage. 
She fears meeting the captain, but she’ ll go ahead with it. 
Patting her hand to let her know he understood, Rawlings 
led Callista from the cabin. 

The day was beautiful. The sky was a clear blue, and 
warm gentle breezes billowed the white sails of the 
Peregrine. The sailors went about their duties at a leisurely 
pace, repairing canvas and rigging and scrubbing the deck 
until it was white. Those scheduled for night duty slept on 
the deck so that they were warmed by the sun or cooled by 


93 


Cordia Byers 


the breeze, depending upon where they lay. Callista took 
deep breaths of the tangy sea air. She enjoyed being at sea 
and knew in her heart that she would miss it once she 
reached land. Glancing about she realized she was the 
center of attention, though the crew tried their best not to 
show it. Curiosity was apparent in some of their faces 
while others stared in amazement as they recognized the 
ex-cabin boy. | 

As Callista looked across the blue expanse of the ocean, 
a large, fat hand clasped hers. She turned to find the cook 
smiling broadly down at her, ‘‘Aye, lass, those clothes suit 
ye a lot better than them britches ye were wearing.”’ 

Cheered by the remark, though still a bit shy, Callista 
thanked him for not turning her over to the captain. 

‘‘And spoil the enjoyment of having you work for me? 
No, sir, ’'m not that big a fool,’’ the cook laughed. 

Callista appreciated the jest as much as she did his good 
nature. She squeezed his hand as she said, ‘“Thank you for 
your kindness.”’ 

The cook rubbed his thick fingers over his chin as he 
gruffly said, ‘‘Baw, it wasn’t kindness to make a lad do a 
day’s work. Now I’ve got to get back to the galley or we 
won't have anything to fill our middles tonight. Ye know I 
don’t have a cabin boy to help anymore.’’ Laughing, he 
strolled back to the galley. 

Callista watched the man as he disappeared through the 
hatch and knew she had made more than one friend on 
board the Peregrine. She smiled up at Rawlings. “‘He 
knew I was an impostor before you or the captam. [Hl 
always be grateful for his discretion.”’ 

The lines about Rawlings brown eyes deepened as he 
grinned down at Callista. ‘‘Yes, I know. We found that 
out while you were ill. He was just like an old mother hen, 
fixing elixers and brews to help you get well.’’ 

Wolfram had seen Callista the moment she came on 
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deck and had been unable to take his eyes from the vision. 
While Callista and Rawlings spoke, they did not realize 
how they appeared to the grim-faced man on the bridge. 

Wolfram’s jaw was set and his fists clenched as he 
watched Callista lean toward Rawlings and laugh. He 
didn’t know whether the irritation he felf stemmed from 
his reaction to the sight of her or from the obvious fact that 
his first mate had fallen under her spell. 

The flash of her smile pained him as though he’d been 
hit in the stomach. His muscles tightened involuntarily to 
ward off the blow. The young woman was more beautiful 
than he had thought. The transformation was like that of a 
- butterfly emerging from a cocoon. 

He gripped the rail and his knuckles turned white as a 
fleeting memory brought back the smell and taste of her. 
‘‘Damn her!’’ he said and turned his back on the scene 
below. However, he could not put her from his mind. He 
could still see her image as the breeze molded the gown 
against her shapely limbs, revealing her long legs and the 
curve of her slender hips. 

“*Boatswain,’’ Wolfram snapped to the young man next 
to him, ‘‘tell the first mate I would like to see him on the 
bridge immediately.” 

The young boatswain saluted and hurried away. 

Wolfram did not have long to wait for his first mate and 
was not surprised by the curt manner in which Rawlings 
greeted him. ‘‘Sir, First Mate Rawlings reporting as 
requested.”’ 

‘‘Good to see that you have not forgotten your duties, 
sir.’’ A gleam of mischief appeared in Wolfram’s eyes as | 
he said, ‘‘And that you are prompt. I would hate to have to 
put you in irons for disobeying orders.’’ His words had the 
desired effect. Wolfram could see Rawlings’s thoughts as 
plain as if he’d spoken them aloud. He was sure that 
Wolfram wanted him to do something—anything—against 
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his wishes so that he might throw the book at him. Wol- 
fram smiled. He had had-similar thoughts, until he realized 
they were ridiculous. Rawlings was a good man and one of 
the best first mates that Wolfram had ever had in his 
service. Their dispute over the young woman could have 
nothing to do with the running of the ship. Wolfram would 
not jeopardize the Peregrine for all the women in the 
world. 

Wolfram’s even white teeth flashed, and the lines about 
his mouth deepened as he smiled at his first mate. “‘! 
wanted to invite you and the young lady to my cabin for 
dinner tonight, at eight bells.”’ 

Josiah released the breath he’d been holding. He could 
never fathom what the captain was thinking from one 
moment to the next. He knew he could not. refuse the 
invitation, but he could not accept for Callista. He glanced: 
at the lone figure on deck and hesitated briefly before 
answering. ‘‘Thank you, sir. I'd be delighted to join you, 
but I can’t speak for the lady.”’ 

Each man regarded the other for a few moments in 
silence. Both knew the invitation had been issued as a sign 
of truce between them. Wolfram still wanted the young 
woman, and Josiah was determined he’d not have her. 
They knew the boundaries and that peace must be kept on 
board the Peregrine. 

‘You can assure the young lady of my good intentions,”’ 
Wolfram could not keep himself from adding. ‘‘Unless she 
would prefer otherwise, and I doubt that.’’ To ease the 
tension between them, he slapped the frowning Rawlings 
on the back and laughed for the first time in weeks. 

Rawlings relaxed. He knew he could encourage Callista 
to accept the invitation without worry. The truce would 
last until they reached Savannah. 

“111 do that, sir. I’m sure the lady will see fit to 
attend.”’ 
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Wolfram watched Callista’s negative reaction as Rawlings 
spoke with her. It was taking ail of Rawlings’s assurances 
to convince her to agree. After a few minutes of deep 
discussion, he saw Rawlings smile and take her hand. She 
had agreed. 

Callista walked from the deck with regal grace. She’s a 
spirited woman, Wolfram thought. Pil give her that. 

Smiling to himself, Wolfram gazed toward the horizon. 
Crossing his hands behind him, he stood with legs spread 
wide, attuned to the constant motion of the ship. It would 
be an interesting evening. 

Wolfram felt confusion wash over him once more as 
Callista’s image floated into his mind. He wanted to forget 
her but was drawn to her despite the fact he had vowed 
that no woman would have a hold on his emotions. He was 
frustrated by his own reaction upon seeing her with 
Rawlings. He had wanted to pull her from the first mate 
and take her to his cabin. 

Wolfram’s eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled 
devilishly. Yes, that’s the only thing I do understand. I 
desire her, but | cannot take her as I would any other 
woman. Wolfram ruefully admitted that he had been piqued 
by her words, but it did little to ease the feelings that 
churned inside him. / hope I can rid my mind of her by 
being near her, he thought as he watched a gull fly 
overhead. Once she comes freely, I'll be cleansed of her. 
He analyzed the situation. He sought to conquer her and 
not until she was vanquished would he be free of her. 


Wolfram was at his finest when Callista and Josiah 
entered his cabin at exactly eight bells. He wore a dark 
blue velvet jacket accented with gold buttons. A froth of 
white lace showed at the cuffs, and his perfectly tied 
cravat was tiered in layers of the same fine French lace. 
His britches were dark blue and made from a soft fabric 
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that clung to his muscular thighs, showing to perfection 
the long legs. His dress boots caught the light from the 
lanterns and sparkled with a superb shine. A thin gold 
chain accented the ankle and flashed with small diamond 
insets. 

Against his tanned complexion, his white teeth gleamed 
in the candlelight. His eyes were the brilliant blue Callista 
had noticed that first day, and they twinkled with secret 
mirth. Wolfram bowed. ‘‘Welcome, madam. I am hon- 
ored that you have been kind enough to join me for 
dinner.’”’ 

Only too aware that Wolfram’s charm reached no more 
than the surface, Callista was wary. She’d only agreed to 
the. dinner because of Rawlings’s assurances. Now once 
again in Wolfram’s presence, she was convinced he merely 
acted the gallant. The veneer was thin, and his intentions 
transparent. 

As that thought crossed her mind, Callista felt her anger 
flare to replace her apprehension. [f you can play that 
game, so can I, she thought. Wolfram seated her to his 
right, Josiah to his left. She watched as he leaned back 
into his chair and remarked as charmingly as possible upon 
the weather. 

‘“Ves. In the tropics the weather never varies much. But 
we will be sailing into slightly cooler waters in a few days. 
Savannah may be located in the South, but the winters can 
become quite cool. Don’t you agree, Josiah?’’ It was the 
first comment Wolfram had directed at Rawlings, whom 
he had totally ignored up to now. 

Startled by the sudden attention, Josiah glanced at Callista 
and cleared his throat. ‘‘Ah, yes, I’ve been trying to 
explain some of the things about the country to Callista 
since this is her first visit.”’ 

Wolfram observed the young woman briefly before he 
asked, ‘‘What are your plans once you reach Savannah?”’ 
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Callista held his gaze and raised her chin as she replied, 
‘‘’’m not completely sure what I will do at first, but I do 
plan to see my father in the near future.”’ 

Wolfram’s brow arched. ‘‘Your father? I didn’t realize 
you had relatives in the States.”’ 

Callista colored under his direct scrutiny. “‘Yes, my 
father is there.”’ 

Wolfram glanced at Rawlings, his eyes narrowed and 
his tone sharp. **Did you know of this?’’ 

Rawlings hesitated briefly, his face paling as he said, 
‘‘Aye, sir. I found out a few days ago. That’s the reason 
Mistress Drummond wanted to travel on to the MeL op 
she might search for her father.’ 

Rawlings had said more than he intended. He saw the 
captain’s surprise and knew his quick mind had settled on 
the word ‘‘search.’’ He glanced apologetically at Callista 
and saw the hot flush that spread over her face as she 
flashed an angry look in his-directton. 

Pouring a rich, red, Burgundy into cut-crystal glasses, 
Wolfram let the moment pass in silence. It gave him time 
to sort out the jumbled thoughts that flew through his 
mind. Something was strange about this conversation, and 
he meant to find out what. Watching both his guests 
closely, Wolfram spoke casually. ‘‘Where do you think 
your father might be?’’ 

Callista shifted uneasily in her chair. “‘I’m not sure.”’ 

**Didn’t he tell you in his letters?’’ 

“*No,’’ Callista said and bit her lower lip as she looked 
at the ruby liquid in her glass. 

Leaning forward, Wolfram said, “‘Isn’t it highly unusual 
for a father to ask his daughter to join him in a foreign 
country and not tell her his whereabouts?”’ 

Callista took a deep drink of the fine wine and squared 
her shoulders, a haughty look on her face. ‘‘I have not had 
a letter from him. Nor has he asked me to join him.”’ 
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Knowing that he would gain nothing more from the 
conversation at this point, Wolfram leaned back and sipped 
his wine. He watched as the anger left Callista’s eyes and 
she regained her composure. The mystery that surrounded 
Callista Drummond intrigued him. But he was a patient 
man. He’d know it all eventually. 

‘Vm sorry,’’ he said. I did not mean to pry, but I was 
concerned about your welfare after leaving my ship. Savan- 
nah is a beautiful city but still young and wild—as is the 
land that surrounds most of the cities in the States. I’m 
sure that Rawlings has already explained this to you.”’ 

Callista nodded and glanced helplessly at Rawlings. 
‘‘Aye, sir. I have explained it to Mistress Drummond, and 
if I have your permission, sir, I would like to take some 
time ashore once we’re in port so that I can be assured she 
is settled.”’ 

‘‘I’m sure that can be arranged, Rawlings. You do know 
that the Peregrine is scheduled to be drydocked for a 
complete overhaul. As of this moment, I can foresee no 
problems in your taking the time.”’ 

‘Thank you, sir,’’ Rawlings said as the cook entered 
with their dinner. 

Wolfram did not pursue the conversation, and they fin- 
ished their meal and the rest of the evening with small 
talk. 

Afterwards, Rawlings escorted Callista back to her cabin. 
As the door closed behind her, Callista collapsed onto the 
bunk. Unable to find the strength to remove her gown, she 
lay back and stared at the ceiling. 

The events of the evening hovered in her mind like birds 
of prey, each devouring her strength in bits and pieces. 
The whole evening had been nothing but a cat-and-mouse 
game. She had planned to use the captain’s own tricks 
against him, but he had found her weak spot when Rawlings 
had let the remark slip about her father. 
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Rawlings had been certain Wolfram would keep his 
word. But Callista was wary of the captain. He had too 
much charm and was too handsome to be trusted. 

Callista quickly locked the door and blew out the candle. 
She undressed in the dark while her thoughts centered on 
the two men. Josiah Rawlings had not the captain’s mag- 
netic good looks nor his grace, but he was kind and 
warm-hearted. Wolfram, she suspected, had no heart at 
all. Tonight his every action had been respectful, but his 
piercing eyes had mocked her. Callista was certain as she 
pulled the blanket over herself that his intentions were far 
from honorable. ‘‘Yes,’’ she told herself, ‘‘Josiah is the 
man | want and need.’’ But as she slept, she saw the 
sapphire eyes and charming smile of the captain of the 
Peregrine. 


After the evening when Callista and Rawlings had dined 
in the captain’s cabin, Wolfram’s behavior toward her 
changed. He asked no further questions and was polite, but 
he quite obviously put a distance between them, a circum- 
stance that both puzzled and intrigued Callista. 

Each day as she strolled the deck, enjoying the sun and: 
the light breeze, she found her eyes irresistibly drawn 
toward him. Callista had to admit that Josiah was right 
about the way in which he ruled his ship—a firm hand, but 
with fair, evenhanded treatment of his crew. While it 
galled her to have to admit that.Wolfram had any good 
qualities, she could not deny it was true. Still, in terms of 
herself, she sensed a dislike for women that seemed to go 
beyond her. Or was it just her he disliked? 

Pulling her eyes from Wolfram, she stared absently at 
the ominous black cloud that swiftly began to obscure the 
brightness of the day. She paid little attention to the gentle 
breeze as it began to grow stronger and buffet against her. 
Waves surged and became white-capped, yet Callista did 
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not notice, for her mind filled with questions for which she 
had no answers. Her thoughts continued to whirl about, 
then settled once again on the one cold fact that wiped 
away any other. He had seduced her. What was she to 
think of a man who behaved as though she had but one 
purpose—to please his needs? Oh, what was the use of 
turning it over and over in her mind? Soon they would 
reach port, and Corbin Wolfram and she would part. 

Callista looked to the sea, only now aware of its 
turbulence. The Peregrine dipped precariously as wave 
upon wave began to slosh over the deck and soak her 
clothes. Then the rains came, large drops that became 
torrents whipped by the wind, slashing and stinging her 
from every direction. The wind howled and her feet slipped 
as she tried to move toward the safety of the hatch. Wet 
hair and pouring water clouded her vision. Callista held 
tightly to the rail, fearing for the first time since she had 
boarded the Peregrine that she might be washed into the 
sea. And then she heard it, barely audible. Josiah’s voice. 
‘‘Stay there! I’m coming for you. Hold on!’’ 

Josiah came forward inch by inch, grasping the rail for 
support. As he neared, the Peregrine dipped once more, 
and the huge wave that slapped the deck set both of them 
off balance. 

Callista felt herself sliding toward the edge and screamed. 
She reached blindly for Josiah and found only empty air. 
The force of the water had caught him and was drawing 
Josiah into the sea. Callista tried to move to help but found 
herself frozen. Through the blur of water, she caught a 
glimpse of Wolfram moving steadily toward Josiah’s out- 
stretched hand. A bolt of lightning illuminated the scene, 
and in terror Callista watched as another monstrous wave 
plummeted to the deck and swept Josiah into its depths. 

‘‘Josiah, my God, Josiah!’’ Callista screamed as she 
saw her only friend fall to his death. For a second, she felt 
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the shadows of faintness flutter before her eyes and laid her 
head on the hand that still clutched at what remained_of the 
rail. 

In her numbed state, Callista hardiy felt Wolfram as he 
braced himself beside her. Gripping her by the arm, he 
pulled her toward him. He had only a split second to save 
them. If another wave broke over the ship, he and Callista 
would join Josiah in his watery grave. Shaking Callista to 
bring her out of shock, Wolfram yelled, ‘‘Come on, damn 
you. Help me or we’re both dead!”’ 

Callista forced her limbs to cbey his command as she 
crawled away from the edge. As the ship dipped and 
another wave crashed over them, she clung to Wolfram, a 
prayer on her lips. Fortunately, they had made their way 
far enough from the rail to feel only the splash of the water 
and not its full force as it returned to the sea. 

Callista’s eyes rested on Wolfram, who held on to her 
with one arm while in the other he carried a thick length of 
rope. Water streamed from his face, and droplets of rain 
clung to his thick curling lashes as his eyes searched her 
face. 

**Can you hold on to the rope?’’ he shouted over the roar 
of the wind. “‘If you can, we might make it back to the 
bridge.”’ 

Callista nodded, her determined ‘‘Yes!’’ carried away 
on the wind. 

Wolfram had not missed her tone and knew if it was in 
her power, she would succeed. Handing her the thick rope, 
he placed the end about her waist, tying it securely. He 
took her within his arms and braced her back against his 
chest. ‘‘Pull or we’ll never make it,’’ he ordered. 

Slowly, expending every ounce of strength their bodies 
possessed, Callista and Wolfram inched their way across 
the deck. The wind beat at them with all its might, and 
after what seemed an eternity in its furious grasp, they 
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made their way to the hatch where the other end of the 
rope was tied. Forcing it open, Wolfram shoved Callista 
inside as he said, ‘‘Get to your cabin and dry off. I have to 
get back to the bridge.’’ He said something more, but 
Callista was unable to hear as the wind whipped his words 
away with another strong blast. 

The Peregrine dipped again, and the water ran under the 
hatch as Callista was thrown against the bulkhead. After 
regaining her balance, it took several minutes for her to 
negotiate the few feet to her cabin. Stumbling to her bunk, 
she wrapped herself in the blanket. 

The cabin was in total darkness, and Callista shivered 
from the cold that permeated the ship. She braced herself 
against the wall to keep from being thrown from the bunk 
as the ship tossed about. Josiah’s terror-stricken face floated 
before her, accusing her of not having helped him. 

Tears of grief rolled down Callista’s cheeks. ‘Josiah, 
forgive me,’’ she sobbed. ‘‘Why didn’t I foresee the dan- 
ger you were in so I might have warned you? Forgive me, 
forgive me. . .”’ 

Callista cried until there were no more tears. Shuddering, 
she raised her head and peered into the darkness. She did 
not know how long she had succumbed to her misery—it 
could have been minutes or hours—but the storm contin- 
ued to ravish the Peregrine. 

The clipper Peregrine was a well-built ship, but Callista 
wondered how much more of such punishment it could 
endure. The battered timbers had already begun to creak 
and moan. And then, to Callista’s surprise, there was 
silence. An eerie glow lit the cabin, and the stillness that 
reigned was more terrifying to Callista than the raging 
winds. She threw the damp blanket from her and ran from 
the cabin up to the deck. When she emerged from the 
hatch, she stopped and stared. 

Directly overhead the sky was clear blue, but on either 
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side the surrounding clouds were a deep, menacing green. 
They gave the illusion of a funnel, the Peregrine at its 
center. 

Callista climbed to the bridge, seeking the comfort of 
others, but no one paid her heed. She touched Wolfram’s 
arm only to have him turn on her. ‘‘What are you doing up 
here?”’ 

Callista tried to put on a brave face, but her lips trembled. 
“Is the storm over?’’ It was barely a whisper, 

Corbin gave a harsh laugh as he wiped the hair from his 
face. ‘‘] wish to God it were. We’ve entered into the 
center of it. We’ve got to go through the same thing to 
escape. Now get the hell: below. I’ve too much to do than 
to worry about your being washed overboard.’’ 

As if burned, Callista jerked her hand from him and 
straightened her shoulders. ‘‘You don’t have to worry 
about me!’’ she said, then ran from the bridge. As she 
entered the hatch, Callista leaned against the bulkhead and 
pressed her palms to her eyes. She couldn’t go back to 
Josiah’s cabin. His presence haunted her there, every arti- 
cle an overwhelming reminder of him. She’d stay in the 
captain's cabin, she decided, after a moment of hesitation. 

Wolfram’s domain however, was no less unsettling for 
the memories it evoked. His presence was everywhere, 
from the smell of his tobacco to the leather books and the 
comfortable leather chairs. 

As her mind wandered over all that had happened during 
these long weeks at sea, the light in the cabin dimmed. 
The Peregrine had sailed into the depths of the storm. A 
huge wave crashed against the ship’s side, and Callista 
quickly sought the safety of the captain’s bunk. 

She wrapped her arms about herself and huddled against 
the wall. She could hear the Peregrine groan as it sailed 
into the jaws of the hurricane. Objects crashed about above 
deck. The main mast had splintered and tumbled, and the 
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clipper listed dangerously. The cargo broke from its moorings 
and shifted to the side, carrying the ship with it and 
sending Callista to the floor. 

The weight of the cargo that had crashed into the side of 
the Peregrine’s planking began the small hole that led to 
the swift destruction of the ship. 

The crew battled valiantly, but each huge wave that 
crashed into the clipper brought it closer to destruction. 

Even with her lack of knowledge of the sea, Callista 
knew something was terribly wrong as the Peregrine be- 
gan to lean lower to the starboard side. She tried not to 
panic as she sat at an angle and watched the articles fall 
from their moorings and roll across the floor. But she was 
certain the ship was sinking. 

The winds had begun to dissipate by the time the captain 
rushed into the cabin and grabbed the log, which he stuffed 
into an oiled leather pouch. By now Callista was nearly 
paralyzed with fear. As he swung round once more to 
leave the cabin, Wolfram stopped and stared at Callista, 
who did not seem to even see him. 

Placing his hand briefly over his eyes to clear his thoughts, 
he said, ‘‘Come on, the ship is breaking up!’’ Without 
looking back to see if she followed, Wolfram hurried from 
the cabin. He had to see that the remaming crew were 
lowered into the small boats. 

The captain’s words slowly penetrated Callista’s fear- 
ridden mind, and she jumped to her feet in an effort to 
follow, only to find herself on her knees, Struggling with 
her damp clothing and the awkward slant of the deck, 
Callista got to her feet and stumbled in the captain’s wake. 

The terror she had experienced only a few moments 
before was nothing compared to what she felt at the thought 
of being left on board the sinking ship. Ignoring the cuts 
and splinters that assaulted her body, Callista rushed to the 
rain-drenched deck. 
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The sight of one small boat in the distance blocked all 
rational thought from her mind. She rushed headlong across 
the deck, screaming, ““Wait, don’t leave me!”’ 

Cailista would have fallen overboard had the captain not 
witnessed her flight toward the edge of the deck. He 
managed to reach her in time and forced her arms to her 
sides to. stay her panic. Callista twisted and fought to free 
herself so she might get to the small boat now being swept 
away from the Peregrine. 

‘*Stop it, damn you! We don’t have time for hysterics. 
We’ve got to get our own boat down and away from the 
ship before it sinks and takes us with it.”’ 

Callista abruptly ceased all movement as the relief of 
not being alone swept through her. She could not speak 
but nodded her head to his commands. 

‘‘Come on and help me,’’ Wolfram ordered harshly as 
he led her to the small boat. They worked frantically for 
time was against them. The Peregrine was sinking lower 
by the moment, and the waves were already beginning to 
lap toward the deck as they maneuvered the boat to be 
lowered. 

‘‘Get in,’’ he commanded as he propelled Callista into 
the skiff. It swayed and nearly tipped over as the captain 
lowered it with the ropes from the deck. 

Callista grasped the sides and held on while she squeezed 
her eyes tightly closed so as not to see the huge waves that 
leapt at the small craft. As she looked once more, Callista saw 
Wolfram climb agilely down the ropes and into the boat. 
He released them and quickly began to row away from the 
now floundering Peregrine. 

Callista glanced back to the once handsome clipper to 
see it slip beneath the green waters of the Atlantic. She 
shivered at the thought of how close they'd come to demise. 

The wind had calmed, but the waves tossed the small 
boat about as though it were no more than a thin piece of 
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driftwood. Water splashed into the skiff, and within minutes, 
Callista and Wolfram were soaked to the skin. 

Callista held tightly to the sides of the craft to keep from 
being thrown from it by the motion of the swirling water. 
She peered: at Wolfram through lank, dripping hair and 
marvelled at the ease with which he handled the craft. 
They might have been out for a day’s row, but for the set 
of his square jaw that seemed to dare nature to do her 
worst. Not even the elements in all their fury could con- 
quer him. As Callista watched, she felt grateful for 
Wolfram’s indomitable spirit. She now realized how Josiah 
had felt about his captain. 

She sat dazed and exhausted, her arms numb to the 
shoulders, her whole body aching with the effort it took to 
stay seated. She was chilled from head to toe, and she knew 
her strength was nearly gone. Either she would fall into the 
hull of the boat, which lay inches deep in water, or fall 
from it into the ocean. Black wings of faintness flew 
before her eyes, and though she fought to stay alert, her 
tired body prevailed. She was roused from her lethargy 
only when she realized the motion of the boat had calmed 
and they were now in peaceful waters. Callista glanced at 
the clear night sky with its sprinkling of stars and let a sigh 
of relief escape her dry lips. They had survived. 

She looked over at Wolfram, his head now resting on 
the oars in front of him. Though he was an expert seaman, 
Callista realized how fortunate they had been to reach calm 
waters before his strength failed. 

Gratitude swept through her, and she wanted to reach 
out and touch him. She extended a tentative hand in his 
direction, but as he raised his head, she let it fall unseen. 
This man. would no more want her thanks than he would 
want the storm to return. Wearily they stared at cach other 
in the darkness. After a moment, Wolfram let his head 
drop back to his hands. Callista stared at his dimly out- 
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lined figure, confused by the emotions churning inside 
her. Resting her head. on her arms, she fell into an ex- 
hausted sleep. 


The sun shining brightly in Callista’s face awoke her. 
She peered at the orange globe as it crept over the horizon. 
Dazed, she was unable to recognize her surroundings until 
the gentle rocking of the skiff brought everything back. 
Callista rubbed the sleep from her eyes as her gaze came to 
rest on Wolfram, who was rowing once more. Brushing 
the tangled hair from her face, Callista’s gaze swept out 
over the blue water. “‘Where are we?”’ : 

Wolfram slacked his pace at the oars and leaned forward 
slightly. ‘‘I hope we are headed for the coast. I took our 
bearings by the stars before dawn, and if I’m not mistaken, 
we should see land by afternoon. The storm blew us in the 
right direction, fortunately.’’ 

Callista’s eyes searched the area around them for the 
other members of the crew. ‘“There’s no sign of the other 
boats. Do you think they will survive?’’ 

““T don’t know. If they’re lucky, they will,’’ Wolfram 
said as his gaze traveled across the bare horizon. A frown 
formed between his brows as his narrowed eyes scanned 
the calm waters. ‘‘Yes, if they’re lucky,’’ he repeated to 
himself. 

Callista could find no words to comfort him. She tried 
to keep her mind off the fate of the others as she began to 
untangle her hair, which had become stiff and sticky from 
the salt water. After running her fingers through it several 
times, she found her efforts fruitless and gave up. Sitting 
quietly, Callista tried not to notice the rumble of her empty 
stomach or the discomfort of her cracked, dry lips. She 
was ashamed of the weakness she had shown on board the 
Peregrine and would not let the man across from her see 
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such behavior from her again. If Wolfram could deal with 
their predicament, so could she. 

The day was long, but to her delight, Callista watched 
the gulls fly ovérhead and the porpoises leap from the 
water. The breeze was soft and warm, and it would have 
been a pleasant day in other circumstances. 

As the sun sank below the horizon and turned the sky 
into a mass of spun gold, Callista broké the day-long 
silence. ‘‘Will we make land tonight?’’ 

Wolfram looked at her and nodded. ‘‘Yes, we’ll make 
it, but I don’t know where we will be. The gulls are a sure 
sign that we’re near land, and if I’m not mistaken, I can 
just barely see the outline of it now.’’ 

Callista’s gaze followed the direction in which Wolfram 
pointed, but she was disappointed. There was only a deli- 
cate glow on the horizon. ‘‘I can’t see anything but haze.”’ 

Wolfram laughed and said, ‘‘That’s what I’m talking 
about.’”’ 

It was good to hear Wolfram’s laughter. It helped lighten 
her own mood. 

As he rowed steadily, Callista’s gaze kept traveling 
from the open sea back to Wolfram’s powerful physique. 
She could not keep herself from admiring the pantherlike 
grace that had attracted her from the first. Now in such 
close quarters she could watch the way his arms and thighs 
worked with ease, as though the task before them were 
nothing but play. A thrill of pleasure ran over her. 

Callista forgot the animosity that she felt toward Corbin 
Wolfram. He had saved her life, and she was grateful. She 
respected him for the strength and courage he’d shown, 
and that dimmed other memories. 

She blushed as he glanced at her and quickly turned her 
face away so that he would not see her thoughts reflected 
in her eyes. 
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The roar of the surf brought Callista’s thoughts back to 
the present, and she quickly asked, “‘What is that?’’ 

Wolfram was already alert to this new danger and said, 
‘*Breakers. Let’s hope we make it through them. Damn 
this darkness, I can’t see if there’s a safer way in.”’ 

*“What do you mean?’’ Callista asked in a tight whisper. 
She sensed in his tone a new threat to their lives. 

Wolfram did not answer her question but said, ‘‘If the 
boat goes over, let yourself flow with the wave. Don’t try 
to fight it.” 

Before another question could form on Callista’s lips, a 
huge wave grasped the skiff and tossed it in several direc- 
tions at once. Callista felt herself being thrown into the 
dark menacing white water. She struggled to swim, but her 
efforts were useless. The waves tossed her up to the 
surface only to tumble her to the bottom again. 

Callista held her breath until she felt as if her lungs 
would explode. She thought she would drown, but just as 
quickly as she had been plunged to the bottom, she was 
pitched roughly to the surface where she managed to gasp 
a breath of air before she was pulled under once more. 

Wolfram’s words fluttered through her mind, and she 
tried to relax and flow with the turbulent water. She felt 
herself being pulled down into their violent depths and 
then thrust into calmer water where the waves lapped a 
sandy beach. Struggling to her knees, Callista inhaled deep 
breaths of air. Weak and trembling, she crawled onto the 
beach where she collapsed. 

Wolfram stumbled to his knees beside her. The warm 
touch of his hand on her shoulder brought her eyes open. 
In the moonlight she could see his handsome features and 
a strange expression on his face as he bent over her. 
Callista raised her hand to touch his cheek rough with a 
day’s growth of dark beard. For a moment they looked 
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into one another’s eyes, then Wolfram took Callista into 
his arms. 

As his lips captured hers, Callista felt as though he were 
giving her his strength, sharing it with her to bring her 
weary body back to life. Her arms slipped around him and 
drew him close, and as his lips gently touched her neck, 
her shoulders, a ripple of pleasure ran through her. 

The green gown had been ripped to shreds by the batter- 
ing waves, and her breasts were exposed to his gaze. In 
the moonlight they appeared as soft mounds of cream 
glistening with the moisture from the sea. Her smal] rose- 
colored nipples hardened with his touch, and his mouth 
sought them eagerly. Callista ran her fingers through his 
thick damp hair and pressed his head closer as his lips 
sent small electric shocks of pleasure up and down 
her spine. Hungrily, he kissed her, his hands caressing the 
curve of her hip, cupping her buttocks to press her against 
his swollen member. 

His lips sought hers once again as his hand ran tantaliz- 
ingly over Callista’s smooth thighs and came to rest on the 
soft mound of pubic hair. His long, tapered fingers lin- 
gered there gently, teasing her until her thighs spread in 
acceptance. Yet he did not take her immediately, exploring 
her depths instead, feeling the moisture that her passion 
sent forth. She moaned against his lips as her tongue 
sought his. She ran her hands over his chest and down his 
narrow torso. For a moment she hesitated, shy. Then with 
his assistance, Callista unbuttoned his britches to release 
his erect manhood. She gently fondled and caressed the 
silken flesh until she thought she could bear it no longer. 
Wolfram pressed her back on the sand. She stiffened for a 
moment, uncertain, but as he entered her, his slow gentle 
movements allowed her passion to rise. He raised her 
buttocks and plunged deeply until she cried out in ecstasy, 
arching her back, soaring higher and higher with exquisite 
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sensations cascading one upon the other to touch the stars. 
She felt Wolfram’s orgasm, and her body answered his, 
exploding into a shower of tingling star dust. 

Neither moved nor spoke for a few moments. Callista 
ran her hand through Wolfram’s black hair and kissed him. 
Their bodies were still joined as he raised himself on an 
elbow and looked at her. 

Callista could not read the expression in his eyes, but 
she saw a flicker in their blue depths that she had never 
seen before. But it was quickly gone. He smiled at her and 
said, ““We survived, Callista. For a while I didn’t think we 
would.”’ 

Answering Wolfram’s smile, Callista touched his cheek 
with her fingertips. ‘““Yes, we survived.’’ Her tone implied 
a different meaning, and Wolfram quickly rolled from her. 
As he adjusted his clothing, his tone was practical. ‘““We’ve 
got to find out where we are. Come on, there must be 
some habitation nearby.’’ 

Callista’s eyes stung with tears. The warm feeling so 
alive moments before evaporated with his words. Infuri- 
ated with herself and with Corbin Wolfram, Callista stood 
up and arranged the remains of her gown. Shaking with 
anger, she held her fists tightly clenched at her sides and 
spat out venomously, ““Go on without me. I have paid you 
for saving my life, and [ll not pay anymore for your 
help.”’ 

Wolfram looked at Callista, his eyes cold and hard. He 
shrugged as he turned on his heel and walked into the 
woods. Callista watched his retreating form until he was 
no longer visible. Sinking to her knees, she covered her 
face with her hands and wept, not only for the position in 
which she found herself, but for everything that had hap- 
pened since the storm had struck—for Josiah, for the 
sinking of the Peregrine, for their escape from the stormy 
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sea, and last but not least, for the humiliation Wolfram had 
inflicted upon her. For all these she wept and fell to the 
sand in this foreign place where she had neither home nor 


friend to ease the pain. 
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S tretching her aching limbs and rubbing vigorously to 
warm them, Callista sat on the sand and watched the gulls 
screech and dive swiftly into the waves for their morning 
meal. She wished it could be that simple for her. She was 
ravenous, and her lips were parched. Watching the waves 
wash over the beach did little to help her thirst so she turned 
her eyes to the surrounding woods. She could still see the 
imprint of Wolfram’s tracks, but she refused to follow him. 

‘I'd rather starve,’’ she thought bitterly as she got to 
her feet and headed up the beach. She kept her eyes to the 
woods with their tall oaks draped in robes of Spanish 
moss. The undergrowth was thick with prickly pear and 
other types of tropical cactus. In some places the foliage 
was so dense that it completely obscured what lay beyond. 

Callista followed the beach until she came to a stream 
that flowed into the ocean. She would follow it until she 
could find water fresh enough to drink. 
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The morning breeze was cool against her bare skin, the 
tattered shreds of her gown barely covering her. For the 
moment her appearance was of little concern. She needed 
to fill her empty stomach and quench her thirst. It had 
been over two days since Callista had eaten or drunk 
water. Before she had covered less than a mile, she was 
forced to sit down. Her head swam, and her stomach 
churned with nausea. 

Callista laid her head on her knees. Wearily she raised 
her salt- and sand-matted head and looked out over the 
blue water. Not a cloud marred the clear sky, still it took 
her a few minutes to register the shadow that obscured the 
bright sun. Glancing behind her, she saw the outline of a 
tall masculine form. She scrambled to her feet and slowly 
backed away while studying what appeared to be an 
apparition. 

The man had long, flowing black hair ornamented with 
feathers. A necklace of shells and coral hung about his 
muscular neck, and he was clothed in a brief leather 
garment that covered only the lower part of his body. He 
wore an unusual sort of footwear as well, which laced at 
the knees. His skin was deep bronze, and he watched 
Callista with dark piercing eyes. His nose was straight, his 
cheekbones high and prominent. — 

At first Callista did not notice the bow and arrows that 
he carried at his side. When she saw the weapons, her eyes 
widened with fear. She turned and fled down the beach. 
But before she had gone far, Callista tripped over a piece 
of driftwood and fell sharply to the sand, knocking the 
breath from her. She gasped, attempting to regain her 
breath, as a strong hand touched her head. 

Squeezing her eyes shut, Callista waited for the worst to 
happen. When nothing did happen, she turned slowly to 
the man who squatted at her side and watched her intently. 
Callista jerked away as he reached to touch her once more. 
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He smiled. It was a strangely beautiful and innocent gesture, 
and Callista realized he meant her no harm. Slowly she sat 
up and asked, ‘“Who are you?’’ 

He replied in an odd guttural tone that Callista did not 
understand. Seeing the confusion in her eyes, he said, 
““Brave Fox.’’ Dramatically tapping himself on the chest, 
he repeated, ‘‘Brave Fox, white man name me.”’ 

“‘Brave Fox,’”’ Callista repeated, and he smiled at her as 
he touched her shoulder. ‘‘You?’’ 

*“Callista Drummond.’’ . 

A frown creased his chiseled forehead as he tried to say 
her name. It came out ‘‘al-is-ta,’’ and he shook his head. 
“‘No is name. You little bird with black wings.’’ He 
reached out and touched her matted hair. 

Callista wanted to draw away, but was afraid he would 
be insulted and his manner would change from friendliness 
to hostility. 

Brave Fox stood abruptly and ordered, ‘‘Come.’’ 

Callista gazed up into his lean face for a few moments 
before she got to her feet and followed him into the dense 
woods. His expression had assured Callista that he meant 
her no harm. 

Brave Fox did not speak again but strode easily as if he 
were walking along a smooth path instead of through deep 
underbrush. It was hard for Callista in her bare feet to keep 
up the pace. Intent upon staying with him, she did not see 
the prickly pear along the trail. Pierced, she cried out and 
stopped to pick the small needles from her foot. When she 
looked up, it was to find Brave Fox nowhere in sight. In 
her fear of being lost, she ran in the direction in which 
Brave Fox had walked. ‘‘Wait. Please wait,’’ she cried 
when she saw him in the distance. 

As swiftly as possible on her battered feet, she ran 
toward the Indian. She stepped on briars and cactus in the 
process, but would not let their pricks stop her from 
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reaching the only human she had seen since Wolfram’s 
departure. Stumbling over a vine, Callista fell to her knees 
at his feet. 

Brave Fox bent and brushed the hair from her face. Her 
huge eyes mirrored her fright, but she said nothing. He 
noted her injured feet and took them into his hands. They 
were cut and bleeding. ‘‘Little Bird is hurt,’’ he said. He 
lifted Callista into his arms as though she weighed no more 
than a feather and carried her easily through the wood. 
Callista thought they would never reach their destination as 
they traveled deéper into the dense forest. At last they 
came to a small clearing where his camp lay. 

Brave Fox sat Callista down near the embers of the fire 
and went into the nearby bark hut. He brought out a small 
leather pouch, which he handed to her. 

Opening it, Callista found pieces of dried meat. Stuffing 
some into her mouth, she was sure she had never tasted 
anything so delicious. She chewed and chewed, yet she 
was still unable to swallow it. 

Brave Fox watched Callista, his dark eyes glinting with 
amusement. Jerky was not something one could stuff into 
one’s mouth and then swallow. It had to be chewed in tiny 
pieces and moistened with saliva to make it palatable. 

Callista heard him. chuckle and looked at the strange 
man who sat with his legs crossed and his arms foided 
over his chest. She spat the meat from her mouth and said, 
‘‘T can’t eat this. I can’t swallow it.” 

Brave Fox’s long black hair fell forward over his bronzed 
shoulder as he picked up the pouch. Taking a small piece 
of jerky in his mouth, he chewed to moisten it to softness. 
Callista watched his progress and followed his example. 
This time she was able to consume it. 

After they had eaten their fill, Brave Fox carried Callista 
to a small clear stream. She realized his intentions as she 
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watched his tall figure disappear into the woods. -He meant 
for her to bathe. | 

Callista quickly quenched her thirst with the fresh, cool 
water and then slipped out of the remnants of the once 
beautiful gown. She lay back and let the water soothe her 
battered body. The water flowed about her and washed the 
salt and sand from her long hair, sweeping the black 
strands about her creamy body. Callista relaxed and play- 
fully splashed in the clear liquid. She reveled in its touch 
and cupped a handful to let it flow into her mouth. As her 
eyes strayed to the bank, she saw Brave Fox. 

Callista made an alluring sight, sitting in the sparkling 
water that flowed gently around her delicately curved 
buttocks. Her young breasts were firm, the nipples pointed 
and hardened by the coolness of the stream. Her amber 
eyes gleamed with happiness and her lips glistened with 
moisture as her small pink tongue gently captured the 
honeyed drops of water. 

Callista felt no shame at being naked before this strange 
man. He seemed of the earth, and there was nothing in 
nature to make one ashamed. His gaze was appreciative, 
yet there was no lust in the depths of his black eyes. He 
held out his hand to her and said, ‘‘Come.’’ 

Callista left the stream with reluctance. She took his 
outstretched hand and reached to retrieve her torn garments, 
His hand stayed her. Brave Fox had brought her one of his 
own shirts made of soft doeskin. It floated loosely about 
her as she slipped it on. Callista was amazed at the light- 
ness and texture of the leather. Brave Fox laced the leather 
strips that crisscrossed the neck of the garment before he 
carried her back to the bark hut and placed her on a bed of 
furs. ‘‘Little Bird sleep now,’’ he said before he left the 
hut. Callista yawned and smiled. *‘Yes, Brave Fox.’’ She 
snuggled against her soft bed and wondered how she could 
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ever have feared this man. She felt safe and protected as 
she drifted into sleep. 

Brave Fox entered the hut quietly and watched the 
young woman as she slept. She was the most beautiful 
creature he had ever seen, he thought as he lightly touched 
her hair. He loved the feel of it. It was as sleek as the 
coats of the mink he trapped when he traveled north in 
winter. It glowed with the blue-black of a raven’s wing 
when the sun touched it. Her thick lashes were like down 
upon her smooth cheeks. But it was the texture of her skin 
that excited him most. He could not describe the feel of it 
beneath his strong hand. 

Brave Fox had always pitied white men because of their 
women. He had thought all of them dull and weak with 
their white skin and fair hair. Until he had found this one 
sitting on the beach, none had ever interested him. The 
moment her golden eyes had looked into his, he had been 
lost in their depths. Something in them glowed with a 
kindred spirit that said we are as one—as the sun to the 
moon and the earth to the sky. Each exists in a different 
sphere yet is linked by a mysterious bond. 

He respected the courage she had shown when she 
followed him through the thick underbrush. She did not 
weep and wail like a white woman when injured. Little 
Bird had not let her fear conquer her. 

Brave Fox smiled as he thought of her effort to eat the 
jerky, but his body tensed as his mind drifted to the vision 
of her sitting naked in the stream. The image had branded 
itself in his brain. There had never been any other who 
stirred his senses as the woman who lay sleeping before 
him had. ~ 

Brave Fox eased from the hut and sat down by the fire. 
His dark gaze watched as the shadows lengthened and the 
sun cast its last golden rays across the encampment as it 
set in the west. His thoughts were troubled. He knew he 
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could not keep a white woman as his own. Someone 
would be searching for the girl with the gold eyes. 

The shadows deepened, and Brave Fox leaned against 
the trunk of a live oak to watch the moon creep over the 
trees. He had always been a man alone. He had watched 
the white men drive his people from their land, but he had 
refused to go. He. had broken ties with his family when 
they were forced from their homes. He had fought the 
white men and escaped their every effort to capture him. 
He was brave and defiant and as wily as the fox in 
avoiding their traps. So they called him Brave Fox, and he 
wandered the land, hunting and trapping. 

Agitated by his thoughts, Brave Fox fed the fire to drive 
the dark shadows from his mind as well as from the camp. 
He didn’t want to let her go, but he knew he must. Brave 
Fox would take Little Bird to her people and then start his 
lonely trek north for the winter. 

When Callista awoke, it was dark in the hut. She could 
see the flickering of the fire. Beside it in all his wild 
splendor sat Brave Fox. Callista watched as he moved 
about the camp with the grace of a wild beast. 

For a moment as she gazed at the distant flames, she 
saw the bright blues and reds and found herself thinking of 
Wolfram’s eyes. Pushing the memory from her mind, 
Callista slipped from the bed and joined Brave Fox by the 
fire. She did not speak, her attention held by the sight of 
Brave Fox. She watched the light as it played over his 
face, its handsome contours as finely chisled as a statue of 
some ancient god. 

Callista longed to touch him. She placed her hand on his 
cheek, and he looked at her for the first time. He took her 
hand within his and held it for a moment before he spoke 
in a husky whisper, ‘‘Little Bird, where are your people?”’ 

Callista leaned her head against the shoulder of her 
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gentle friend and gazed into the flames before she spoke. 
*“I came to the states to find my father. He is all I have.’’ 

Brave Fox’s muscles tightened with the touch of her 
silken hair against his skin. ‘‘Where is your father’s land?’’ 

Callista replied simply and honestly, ‘‘I don’t know. 
But he is in the States, I’m sure of it.’’ 

Brave Fox gazed determinedly into the fire, his jaw set 
against the turmoil that brewed within him. ‘‘I will take 
you to him.”’ 

Callista said nothing as she watched the emotions play 
over Brave Fox’s face. She sensed his reluctance to reunite 
her with her father. But she could not stay with him. Their 
spirits were united; their races were not. This man of the 
wilderness would not keep her from her own people. 

She felt the tears and quickly wiped them away. His 
kindness was a sweet agony she must bear. ‘‘Thank you, 
Brave Fox,’’ she whispered, unable to say more. 

He gazed down into her face and smoothed away a tear. 
Brave Fox took her into his arms and carried her back to 
her bed of furs. 

Callista awoke the next morning as Brave Fox readied 
their camp for departure. The air was chilly, and she 
quickly slipped a soft fur about her shoulders and hurried 
to the fire. Brave Fox had killed a rabbit for their breakfast, 
and now it sizzled over the hot flames. It smelled delicious, 
and Callista’s mouth watered with hunger. 

When Brave Fox finished his preparations, he ‘took the 
rabbit from the fire and divided it with Callista. She ate the 
hot meat quickly and licked the juices from her fingers. 
Wiping her hands against the fur, she asked, ‘‘Do we 
leave today?’’ 

Brave Fox nodded. 

*“Where will we go?’’ 

Brave Fox looked at Callista as he chewed the last bite 
of the rabbit. ‘“To your people.”’ 
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‘“*But what is the name of the place?’’ she queried. 

‘The white men call it Savannah,’’ he said as he threw 
the bones into the flames. 

“*Savannah,’”’ Callista murmured and thought of Josiah. 
He had called it home. Wolfram fluttered into her mind, 
and she wondered if he had found his way there or was 
still searching for food and water. Shaking her thoughts 
from him, she said, ‘‘That was where we were supposed to 
make port before the storm. How far is it?”’ 

Brave Fox heard the eagerness in her voice and saw the 
glow of excitement that had come into her eyes. He knew 
as he looked at Callista that he had already lost her to the 
white men. Their two spirits might well be wild and free, 
but she was still of the white man’s world. The muscles in 
Brave Fox’s jaw tensed, and he longed to keep her away 
from the town of Savannah..He wanted to take her deep 
into the wood and keep her as his own. | 

“*Not far. One or two day’s journey,’’ he said as he got 
to his feet and picked up his bow and arrows. He handed 
Callista a bundle of furs to carry. ““Come, we go.”’ 

Callista followed without complaint but shifted the heavy 
burden from arm to arm as each tired. Brave Fox never 
seemed to feel any exertion as they trudged through the 
thick woods. 

At intervals he stopped to let Callista catch up and then 
set off again at a steady pace. Near sunset, Callista felt she 
would collapse if they traveled another foot. She sat down 
wearily on a fallen log, and Brave Fox’s dark eyes studied 
her briefly before he said, ‘‘Stay. I will find food.”’ 

Callista slipped to the ground and leaned against the log. 
Night was descending, and she could hear the nocturnal 
creatures as they began to stir. The leaves rustled nearby, 
and she felt a prickle of fear. She did not know what sort 
of animals inhabited this new land nor whether they were 
dangerous. She glanced warily about her new surroundings 
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and was relieved a short time later to see Brave Fox 
returning with another rabbit for their evening meal. 

He quickly skinned and cleaned it and soon had its lean 
meat roasting over hot flames. He banked the leaves into a 
soft pile and spread the furs over it for Callista’s bed. 
When all was done, Brave Fox returned to the fire and 
tended their meat. Callista watched his efficient motions 
and smiled at him. ‘‘I’m not very good when it comes to 
surviving in the woods. If you had not found me, I’m 
afraid I would have wandered about until I starved to 
death.”’ 

“Little Bird would have survived because of her 
courage,’’ Brave Fox said as he handed her part of the 
nicely browned rabbit. It burnt her fingers, but she paid 
little heed to the pain as she nibbled the tender meat. 

*“‘’m not so sure,’’ she said between bites. ‘‘Courage 
does not catch rabbits and find water.’’ 

‘Those things are learned, but courage is born,’’ he 
said matter-of-factly as he threw the bones into the shadows. 

Callista would not let him negate his accomplishments. 
“You have both courage and learning, Brave Fox,’’ she 
said. 

Taking Callista’s hand into his, Brave Fox said, ““Come, 
we must rest.’’ Callista did not think it strange when Brave 
Fox lay down beside her. She snuggled close for warmth 
and was soon asleep. However, it was a long while before 
Brave Fox could do the same. He had chosen to stay 
beside her this night to protect her, he told himself, but his 
pounding heart belied the words. 

A dream about Wolfram startled Callista awake several 
hours later. She tried to sleep once more, but her mind 
would not rest. She finally gave up and watched the stars 
overhead. Brave Fox slept beside her, his breath soft 
against her hair, his chest rising and falling smoothly with 
each breath of air. Tomorrow she would again enter the 
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civilized world where people thought this kind and gentle 
man a savage. How will they feel about me? she wondered. 
The uncertainty of her future did not make a pleasant 
companion for restfulness. Nor did the thoughts of Wol- 
fram that kept intruding into her consciousness. She found 
herself once more wondering if he had also found a haven. 
Snuggling closer to Brave Fox, Callista tried to put Corbin 
from her mind. As her eyes grew heavy and she thought 
she could sleep, a twig snapped nearby. 

Brave Fox was instantly awake, and Callista felt his 
body tense as he listened for a threat of danger. Another 
rustle from the dried leaves brought him into a crouched 
position with knife in hand. 

The fire cast a warm glow over his bronzed torso as his 
keen black eyes searched the shadows that surrounded 
them. Callista also stared into the darkness, but saw noth- 
ing until Wolfram emerged into the light. 

A sigh of relief escaped her lips until she looked at 
Brave Fox. He now stood and warily watched the other 
man. His muscles were tensed and ready to spring at 
Corbin Wolfram. 

Wolfram’s gaze traveled over Callista, then to the tall 
bronzed man. Holding up his hands to prove he meant no 
harm, he said, ‘‘I come in peace. I have no weapons. I am 
alone.’’ Brave Fox did not move, and Wolfram turned 
once more to Callista, ‘“Tell him I come in peace.’’ 

Callista’s eyes traveled from Wolfram to Brave Fox as 
she wrapped the fur about her. “‘Brave Fox, this man, he 
was with me on the ship. He saved my life. He means us 
no harm.”’ 

The muscles worked in Brave Fox’s tightly clenched 
jaw as he saw Wolfram’s appreciative glance rake Callista’s 
bare shoulder where the large neck of the shirt had slipped 
to reveal the white skin. He did not like this white man 
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with his bold eyes. Especially since it was Little Bird that 
he looked at so possessively. 

‘“Thank you for your intervention, but I don’t think he 
likes my being here,’’ Wolfram said as he realized the 
danger. He saw the Indian’s knife and the black eyes that 
followed his movements. He had made a mistake in assum- 
ing that all Indians were as docile as the few he had 
previously met. There wasn’t a submissive inch on this 
man’s powerful body. 

Wolfram tured to leave the camp, but as he did, Callista 
stopped him. ‘‘No, wait.’’ She scrambled to her feet and 
stood before Brave Fox as she asked, ‘‘Can he share our 
fire, Brave Fox? I owe him that much.”’ 

Brave Fox’s dark eyes gazed down at Callista, searching 
her earnest face. ‘‘He may stay.”’ 

Wolfram’s eyes scanned Brave Fox’s face. ‘‘I thank 
you. I have traveled these past two days without meeting 
another soul, and I’ve not been able to make a fire. The 
smell of your smoke brought me to your camp.’’ Extend- 
ing his hands toward the flames, Wolfram warmed himself. 
Brave Fox was silent as he seated himself on the opposite 
side of the fire. Wolfram looked at Callista, his eyes 
mocking. “‘I see that you have survived, but I knew you 
would.’’ 

Callista raised her chin defensively and tossed her hair 
from her shoulders as she. answered with asperity, ‘‘With 
no thanks to you. If Brave Fox had not found me, I would 
probably have died. He has fed me and is now taking me 
to Savannah.”’ 

An amused expression played across Wolfram’s face. 
‘Then we are both grateful to Brave Fox.’’ He wanted to 
add that the Indian had been well paid for his services but 
thought better of it. The man did not look as if he would 
appreciate anyone whom Callista did not think kindly of. 

Brave Fox listened to their conversation and sensed the 
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undercurrent of hostility. He watched Callista and saw the 
fire deep within her eyes. This man could provoke the 
ultimate in Little Bird, and she could do the same to the 
white man. Brave Fox clenched his jaw tighter at the sight. 
He wanted to cut out the heart of the man who sat before 
him. 

Callista did not say anything more after she glanced at 
Brave Fox’s stern face. A chill had come into the camp 
with Wolfram, and she quickly sought the warmth of her 
fur bed. As she drifted off to sleep, the two men were still 
sitting across from one another on opposite sides of the 
fire. 

Brave Fox watched as Callista slept. He wanted to he 
beside her and hold her close, but he knew the man who 
now dozed by the fire would fight to keep him from 
her. He was not afraid of the white man, yet he knew that 
he must leave Callista with him. Brave Fox did not want 
Little Bird to remember him with blood and violence. His 
dark gaze lingered briefly on Wolfram as he thought, This 
man with eyes that flash the color of blue fire will make 
Little Bird unhappy. 

Going softly to their bed of furs, Brave Fox touched 
Callista’s smooth cheek and dark hair as he whispered, 
“‘Goodbye, Little Bird. May your spirit always fly free.”’ 
He resisted the urge to place his lips on hers and pulled the 
furs closer about her. Creeping silently back to the fire, he 
made several marks in the sand. Brave Fox glanced once 
more at the sleeping girl and then blended swiftly into the 


night. 


Wolfram was already awake when Callista arose the 
next morning. She glanced about the camp for Brave Fox, 
but he was nowhere to be seen. She assumed he was 
hunting for their breakfast. Hurrying to the warmth of the 
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fire, she sat down and stretched out her hands, “‘Good 
morning. Is Brave Fox out hunting?’’ 

Wolfram’s eyes ran over Callista frame. The large gar- 
ment made her appear even more delicate. ‘‘He left in the 
night.’’ | 

Callista’s dark brows arched in surprise. ‘‘Left in the 
night? What do you mean?”’ 

‘“Exactly what I said. He left while we slept. He also 
left those markings by the fire. I assume they are pointing 
in the direction of Savannah.’’ 

Callista’s eyes brimmed with tears as they scanned the 
sign left by Brave Fox. She felt lost and alone once again. 
She turned her face away so Wolfram would not see the 
emotions that played over it. Her eyes searched the wood 
in hope that Wolfram had been mistaken. But there was no 
sign of Brave Fox, only the thick vegetation that sur- 
rounded them. 

Wolfram laughed sarcastically and said, ‘‘Don’t worry, 
‘my dear. I’m sure you can find another protector once we 
get to Savannah. One man is as good as another in the 
dark. But if I were you I would keep my affair with the 
savage quiet. White men don’t like to take Indian leavings.”’ 

Callista swung round and flew at Wolfram, ready to kill 
him. She hated him with a fierce passion. Brave Fox had 
been kind and gentle, and this man; who had done nothing 
but hurt her, called Brave Fox a savage. She wanted to 
tear his mocking face to pieces. 

She attacked Wolfram with every bit of strength she had 
until his laughter died and he had to grab at her hands to 
save his eyes. ““I hate you!’’ she screamed. “I'll kill 
you!’ Callista renewed her attack with added vigor, but 
Wolfram was too strong. He held her hands, and she could 
not free them. However, he could not stop her kicks. She 
landed a blow close to his groin. The pain was light, but if 
she had been a few inches closer Wolfram knew he would 
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be in agony now. His own anger exploded. He had been 
outraged nearly beyond reason the previous night when he 
walked into the camp to find Callista in the savage’s furs. 
Seeing her with the Indian made his blood boil. He had 
been unarmed at the time and had to keep his hostilities to 
himself, but now all that surfaced. His face suffused with 
blood and his eyes became angry as he said, ‘‘You hate 
me, do you? You'll kill me? You little bitch!’’ He shouted 
and slapped his iron hand across her face. 

Callista’s head snapped back, and she staggered at the 
impact. She did not fall because he still held her hands. As 
her eyes cleared, she spat, ‘‘Yes, I hate you!’’ Again her 
head reeled with the force of a blow. Her knees buckled 
and she nearly fell, but Wolfram jerked her upright. His 
next slap made her nose bleed. Dark spots danced before 
her eyes as she once again tried to pull away from him. He 
slapped her again, and she went into blessed darkness. 

The red hot madness that had seized Wolfram left him. 
In cold horror he watched as Callista slipped to the ground. 
The blood from her battered nose flowed freely. For a 
moment he could-not move, then he sank to his knees 
beside her still form. His voice was husky with fear. “‘My 
God, I’ve killed her,’’ he said. 

Taking Callista into his arms, he brushed her hair from 
her face and wiped the blood from her nose. She was pale, 
and her blood looked like a scarlet ribbon on creamy white 
silk. Wolfram staunched the flow and saw that she still 
breathed. He gave a sigh as he picked up her limp body 
and carried her to the bed of furs. He tore a strip of cloth 
from his shirt and moistened it from the skin of water that 
Jay nearby. 

Wolfram gently washed Callista’s face, now battered 
and bruised from his hand. Her skin had already begun to 
swell and turn blue, and he could see from the welts the 
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imprint his fingers had made. What in the hell has come 
over me? he asked himself as he touched her. - 

Callista stirred. The touch of his fingers against her 
tender face was agony. She moaned as she slowly opened 
her eyes to see Wolfram bending over her. Her mind was 
still cloudy, and it was a moment before she remembered 
what had happened. 

As he touched her face again, she recalled the brutal 
minutes before she fainted. Callista tried to draw away, 
but he stayed her, his hand on her shoulder. *‘Lie still and 
let me put this against your cheek.”’ 

Tears sprang into her eyes, not so much from the pain as 
for the futility of her situation. She was in the wilderness 
with a violent man who had just beaten her and now was 
trying to doctor the damage he’d inflicted. Why can’t he 
just leave me alone? she asked herself. As the: irony of it 
hit Callista, a bubble of hysterical laughter formed in her 
throat. She could not suppress it, and she continued to 
laugh until tears ran down her bruised cheeks. 

Wolfram saw the wild light that came into Callista’s 
eyes and sat by helplessly. She held her stomach and 
rolled from side to side. The more she laughed, the more 
the tears flowed. 

Wolfram was bewildered by her behavior. The night on 
the Peregrine he had understood her hysteria, but now 
he could not fathom what caused her laughter. His own 
emotions were in turmoil and far from laughter. And he 
found himself once more faced with a situation he could 
not control. One thing, however, was clear. Since the day 
Callista fainted in his cabin, his whole life had been turned 
upside-down. What has she done to me? Is she a witch set 
out to destroy me? he asked himself. She would annihilate 
him emotionally, and he would batter her physically. Shak- 
ing his head, Wolfram stared into the woods, and for a 
brief moment his hatred flared again. The main problem, 
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he knew, was that she was a woman who had claimed 
some small piece of him. He didn’t know what part of 
him, though, and had no intention of finding out. 

Callista’s laughter ended abruptly, and she turned her - 
head away from Wolfram’s view. She wiped her eyes 
gently to avoid touching the injured flesh. ‘‘Are you through 
now?’ he asked. 

She nodded slowly. 

‘‘Well, good. Maybe now you will let me bathe your 
face. It will help the swelling.”’ 

As his hand touched her, Callista jerked away. ‘‘No, Pll 
do it.’’ Sitting up, Callista moistened the cloth and stared 
bitterly at Wolfram. ‘‘What are you waiting for? Why 
don’t you leave me? You’ve had the pleasure of beating 
me. Why don’t you just go and let me be?’’ 

Callista’s remark sparked new anger in Wolfram. She 
was mad, he thought, nothing else could explain it. “‘You 
attacked me,’’ he said. ‘“Was I to stand there and let you 
tear out my eyes because your savage lover left you?”’ 

Callista’s eyes narrowed. ‘‘He was no savage. He was a 
kind and good man, and that is more than I can say about 
you! In my eyes you are the savage. Was it not you who 
nearly killed me a few minutes ago, or am I mistaken?’ 

Wolfram clenched his hands at his sides as he stood up. 
‘‘You’re asking for another beating if you keep up such 
talk.’’ He strode away from Callista, hoping that distance 
would help him control himself. 

‘‘You’re a great man, Corbin Wolfram. One who beats 
women because he can’t conquer them any other way.”’ 

Furious, Wolfram swung round to face Callista. “‘You 
have a sharp-tongue and a short memory, my dear. I can 
remember a few nights ago when you welcomed me with 
open arms and moaned with pleasure at my touch.”’ 

The reference brought the heat of her blood to her face, 
but Callista would not lower her eyes. ‘“That was a few 
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nights ago, when I didn’t know what a real man was 
like,’’ she lied. ‘‘Brave Fox would make two of» you, 
Captain Wolfram. Next to him you are a mewling babe.”’ 

Wolfram stalked toward Callista, a fresh retort on his 
lips, but said instead, ‘‘You will change your mind before 
we reach Savannah. | will give your face time to heal, and 
then we shall see who is the mewling babe.”’ 

‘“1’m not going anywhere with you!’’ Callista spat as 
she stared defiantly back at him. 

‘‘Yes, you’re going with me whether you like it or not. 
You’re going to stay with me until I decide otherwise. Do 
you understand?’’ Wolfram’s tone was dangerously soft. 

Callista jumped to her feet. ‘‘No, I’m not! I’m leaving 
right now without you, Captain Wolfram. You don’t own 
me. I’m free! No one, especially you, can tell me what to 
do. I haven’t gone through all this hell to come to the same 
situation I fled in London. No! No one, do you hear? My 
aunt tried to force me into marriage with an old man, and 
my cousin tried to beat me into submission. No, I tell you. 
I’ll not go through it again. You have mocked me, seduced 
me, deserted me and now beaten me, but you still haven’t 
taken my free will. And you never can!’’ Callista finished 
her tirade, turned abruptly on her heels, and left Wolfram 
standing dumbfounded in the middle of the camp. 

He watched her walk into the woods and out of sight 
before he moved. He raced after her. Callista heard his 
steps behind her and began a headlong flight through the 
trees. She ignored the branches that slashed at her head, 
arms, and legs, and the briars her feet trampled in her 
effort to escape Corbin Wolfram. 

Within minutes, however, Wolfram grabbed her from 
behind and sent the two of them crashing to the ground. 
They lay still for a few moments until they regained the air 
in their lungs. Callista tried to escape him but soon found 
herself crushed to his chest. She knew she couldn’t win 
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over his superior strength. It was useless to struggle. Clos- 
ing her eyes, she said tiredly, ‘“Please let me be.”’ 

After a short silence, Callista opened her eyes to find 
Wolfram staring at her intently. He looked confused by 
something, but Callista cared little about what he thought. 
She only wanted him to let her go. Without speaking a 
word, Wolfram cradled her in his arms. He could feel the 
rapid beat of her heart, and memories of the night on the 
beach came flooding back. She had given herself freely, 
passionately, as though celebrating that they still lived, 
while he had been somehow intimidated by that very 
passion. No, he thought, not by her feelings, but by my 
own. She had awakened in him feelings that he’d been 
frightened of, feelings buried in the deep recesses of his 
heart that he’d thought he’d locked away long ago. What 
he felt for her he had not felt for any other human since his 
father had died. He had quickly shut the door on such 
feelings, and when she seemed equally unwilling to pursue 
similar feelings, Corbin had felt relief. Now again the 
barricade to his most secret self had begun to crumble. 

Hoarsely he said, ‘‘You can’t get away, Callista, there’s 
no use trying. We’re going to Savannah together. Do you 
understand that I mean what I say?’’ 

‘*Ves,’’ Callista answered faintly. She was too tired and 
battered to fight anymore. She would go with him to 
Savannah, but that did not mean she would stay with him. 
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jes journey was delayed for several days to give 
Callista’s body time to heal. The scratches and cuts she 
received in her flight, compounded by her bruises, were 
too painful for her to make the trip to Savannah. 

Wolfram did his best to find food. Not as quick as 
Brave Fox, he did finally succeed in snaring a rabbit late 
on the first day and now was trying to catch fish in a 
nearby stream. 

In her moments alone, Callista planned what she would 
do once she was free of Wolfram. The leaves overhead - 
moved and flowed in the breeze, but Callista was oblivious 
to their beauty. She focused on the vision of her father, 
whom she had seen at a digging. Whether it was a mine or 
some other excavation, she couldn’t say. She did know he 
was in the States, and she was determined to find him no 
matter how long it took. She was still young, and there 
was nothing to tie her to any one place. She was willing to 
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do almost any sort of work to survive until she accom- 
plished the task she had set for herself. 

Wolfram returned to camp, carrying several fish on a 
forked branch. ‘‘Our dinner,’’ he said as he proudly held 
up his catch. ‘I’m becoming a true outdoorsman.’’ He 
squatted near the edge of the clearing and began to clean 
the fish. He did it efficiently, first scaling the small slip- 
pery bodies and then gutting them. Soon they hung again 
on a forked branch ready to be placed over the fire. 

Callista watched the ease with which Wolfram worked 
and knew his years at sea had prepared him much better for 
this than for snaring rabbits on land. She couldn’t contain 
her smile as she remembered the afternoon when he had 
come back into camp, carrying the bony, fufry body of his 
catch. He had been as proud as a small boy with a new 
toy, even though the animal looked as if it would have 
fallen dead of old age had he not caught it. They had eaten 
the stringy flesh, and Wolfram could not have enjoyed a 
king’s banquet any better. 

When the fish were ready, Wolfram brought Callista’s 
portion to her, and they ate in silence. After finishing their 
meal, Wolfram brought out a small white pouch he had 
made from a piece of his shirt. He handed it to Callista 
without a word. Opening it, she shouted with joy. *‘Grapes! 
Where did you find them?”’ 

A mischievous smile tugged at the corners of Wolfram’s 
mouth. ‘‘Down by the stream,’’ he said and watched as 
Callista popped one into her mouth. As she bit into the 
fruit, she grimaced and spat out the sour pulp. Seeing 
Wolfram’s smile, she asked, ‘‘Are you now trying to poi- 
son me?’’ Wolfram burst into laughter and said, ‘‘No, 
they’re muscadines, wild grapes that grow in this section 
of the world.”’ 

Callista bit tentatively into another round fruit and found 
it pleasant, once she adjusted to the, sour, acid taste of the 
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skin. Smiling, she held out her hand to Wolfram. “‘If 
you’re not trying to poison me, have some.’’ She laughed 
with glee at the expression that appeared on his face. Soon 
both were enjoying the wild fruit. When finished, Callista 
glanced in the direction of Savannah and asked, “‘Do we 
leave tomorrow?”’ 

Wolfram looked down at her feet and then to her face 
where the bruises had begun to fade. “Yes, I think we can 
make some sort of footwear for you out of the furs so 
you'll be able to walk.”’ 

‘‘Good,’’ she said, the comradeship of the past few 
minutes gone. She turned to the forest, thinking she’d be 
glad to reach civilization again, then she could escape 
Wolfram. 

Wolfram’s eyes narrowed as he gazed at Callista. It was 
as if he read her thoughts. — won’t escape, Callista, 
until I decide to let you go.’’ 

Callista knew it was pointless to argue. To do so would 
end with another fight, which she was bound to lose since 
he was physically stronger. She’d allow him to assume she 
had capitulated to his wishes, and when he was thoroughly 
convinced of that fact, she would make her way to freedom. 

Turning her back to him, Callista huddled into the furs 
and was soon asleep. She awoke as the sun rose in the east 
and shared the remains of their supper with Wolfram. 
When their breakfast was finished, Wolfram cut several 
strips from the furs and wrapped them securely about 
Callista’s feet. ‘‘That should do it,’’ he said. 

Callista walked a few steps to test her new footwear. It 
was soft, and the fur cushioned the cuts on her feet so that 
she felt no pain. She smiled her thanks and began to 
bundle up the furs. Wolfram’s forehead creased in a frown 
as he watched her. With his patience at an end, he said 
shortly, ‘‘We can’t take them with us. It will slow us 
down. Leave them and come on.”’ 
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Callista pushed a strand of hair from her face as she met 
Wolfram’s eyes and then continued to tie together the furs 
with a strip of rawhide. “‘Can I borrow your knife?”’ 

Wolfram glanced warily down at the blade Brave Fox 
had left them and then handed it to her. He watched in 
surprise as she cut off a long lock of her raven hair and 
tied it around the rawhide. Picking up the bundle, Callista 
began to lug it across the camp to a large live oak. ‘‘I told 
you we couldn’t take them with us.”’ 

Callista lay the furs beside the trunk of the tree and 
faced Wolfram. ‘‘I know, but I wanted to make sure Brave 
Fox would find them when he returned.’’ 

Wolfram felt anger thread its way through his veins but 
said only, ‘‘Now that you have left your savage lover a 
love knot, are you ready to go?”’ 

Callista nodded and sighed as she silently said farewell 
to the camp. Wolfram then led them in the direction in 
which Brave Fox had indicated. 

They traveled all day, stopping only long enough to 
quench their thirst from the leather pouch. Callista was 
weary to the bone by the time Wolfram said, ‘‘I see a road 
up ahead. That means we’re nearing civilization. Let’s 
hope it’s Savannah.’”’ 

Callista did not answer but followed Wolfram’s brisker 
pace. They stopped at the first dwelling on the outskirts of 
the city to ask directions. Callista sat down in the dirt and 
tried to rest her aching feet. Too soon, Wolfram returned. 
‘‘Come on, we’re nearly there, and with any luck we’ll 
sleep in a bed tonight.’’ 

Getting slowly to her feet, Callista felt her knees begin 
to give way. Only with a cold determination did she 
remain standing and follow Wolfram’s long strides. 

It was late afternoon when they reached the first cobbled 
streets of Savannah. Those people still about stared at the 
strange couple. The man was tall and ill-kempt, his shirt 
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and trousers torn, his black hair unruly, and he had a beard 
of several day’s growth. Yet, beside the young woman, he 
looked the: well-kept gentleman. She followed him slug- 
gishly, a doeskin shirt that came to her knees, her only 
covering. Her long black hair was tangled, and her face 
bruised. Her exposed slender limbs were covered with 
scratches, and her feet were wrapped in furs. 

The people of Savannah stared in wonder. It had been 
years since the town’s frontier days, and the citizens thought 
themselves highly fashionable. Not even the sailors who 
came to their port from all over the world caused as much 
of a stir. 

Callista was too tired to care about the curious looks 
cast at them, and Wolfram, in his urgency to reach the 
waterfront, paid little heed to the spectacle they created. He 
was intent on getting them to his house, and then he would 
go to the shipping offices of Lombard, Grimes, and Wol- 
fram to report the destruction of the Peregrine. He was 
anxious to know if any of the crew had survived the storm. 

Callista followed without question through the streets 
and around the many parks that made up Savannah. Wol- 
fram led them finally down an elegant street encompassed 
by fashionable houses with intricate ironwork adoring 
their beautiful exteriors. They entered a small garden, 
which led them to a flight of stairs. It took every ounce of 
Callista’s will to ascend them. Wolfram searched beneath 
a huge potted plant for his key while Callista leaned 
weakly against the wall. When the door was unlocked, he 
turned to escort Callista inside only to find her slumped to 
the floor in an exhausted stupor. 

Wolfram sighed as he looked down at the young woman. 
He, too, was weary to the bone. Still, he had to admire her 
courage. She had not complained during the whole of their 
journey through the forest. He picked her up gently and 
carried her into the house and up the winding staircase to 
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the master bedroom. Laying her on the bed, he unwrapped 
her fur-covered feet. His eyes widened with shock as he 
saw how badly they had fared. The cuts had reopened, and 
there were blisters to add further pain. He carefully eased 
the improvised footwear off, for the fur was now stuck to 
the wounds that had bled and dried. Wolfram knew there 
were few people—men or women—who could have trav- 
eled the distance that he and Callista had traveled that day 
without mentioning the pain he knew she must have suffered. 
He gently washed her feet and applied ointment to the 
cuts. He slipped the doeskin shirt from her and covered her 
naked body with a down comforter. 

Wolfram lit the fire and sank into a chair nearby. He 
had to rest before he sought out his partners. Rubbing his 
hand across his eyes, he thought of the interview to come. 
It was-going to be hard, but it had to be done. They had 
lost a great deal when the Peregrine sank to the ocean 
floor. The money that her cargo would have brought would 
have helped pay for the outfitting of several more ships, 
which they’d planned to launch in the spring. Wolfram felt 
he would be lucky if he still had an interest in the firm of 
Lombard, Grimes, and Wolfram after losing a ship like the 
Peregrine, which had been exceedingly costly to build. 

Wolfram changed from his tattered clothes to a fine 
white linen shirt and dark serge britches. He shaved the 
heavy stubble of beard and prepared himself for the meeting. 
Glancing at Callista’s sleeping figure as he slipped on a 
dark, soft leather jacket, Wolfram knew he did not have to 
worry about her. She would be asleep for hours, and he 
would be back in plenty of time to see she did not escape 
him. Yet he locked the door to the bedroom as a precau- 
tion as he left. 


The firm of Lombard, Grimes, and Wolfram was lo- 
cated on Factors Walk overlooking the great expanse of 


139 


Cordia Byers 


the Savannah River. Though the port was sixteen miles 
from the ocean, the river was deep, and ships of tremen- 
dous size could navigate it. After a brief look at the murky 
waters of the great river, Wolfram entered the offices of 
his partners. 

It was late and only Richard Lombard was present, 
seated behind a paper-cluttered desk. He did not glance up 
from his work when he heard the door. open. Wolfram 
cleared his throat to draw his friend’s attention. Richard’s 
eyes widened, and his mouth fell open in disbelief. “‘My 
God, Corbin Wolfram! We thought you dead.’’ Jumping 
to his feet, Richard nearly ran around his desk to embrace 
his friend. 

‘‘Now, Richard, you know I’m not that easy to kill. 
How did you find out about the Peregrine?”’ 

“Sit down, Corbin—you look as if you’re about to 
drop—and Ill fill you in.’’ Richard pulled a chair toward 
Corbin who gratefully sank into it. 

Pouring himself and Wolfram a glass of brandy, Richard 
began his narrative. ‘“‘The Sea Maid arrived in port two 
days ago, just in from England. When the captain reported 
in, he said they had picked up a man floating on a piece of 
driftwood. The man told them he was the cook from the 
Peregrine. It seems he told the captain how you had 
helped a woman passenger into the other skiff. The last he 
had seen of either of you was when you let down the small 
boat. After that the waves separated you and soon capsized 
their boat. He didn’t think you and the lady could have 
survived if the crew had been unable to do so, You can see 
why we thought you were dead.”’ 

Wolfram drained the amber liquid in one gulp. His crew 
had been lost. He stared at the empty glass for a moment, 
then-asked, ‘‘Was he the only survivor?’’ 

Richard shook his head sadly, ‘‘No survivors. The cook 
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died from exposure before they reached port. I’m sorry, 
Corbin:”’ 

Wolfram’s anger once again raged toward Callista as he 
laid the blame at her door. Damn, if it hadn’t been for her, 
I might have saved my crew, he thought. 

Richard saw the frown crease Corbin’s brow and asked, 
**Did your passenger survive?’’. 

Corbin looked at his partner, and Richard saw the cold 
expression in his blue eyes. ““Yes, she’s at my house now. 
We were beached some miles south of here and had to 
walk back.’ 

‘“‘’m glad you made it back, Corbin.’’ Richard said as 
he refilled the glasses. 

‘‘I_ guess we were fortunate, Richard, but I lost the 
Peregrine and all the cargo. Where does that leave me?”’ 

His partner was thoughtful for a moment and tapped the 
top of his desk. ‘‘It doesn’t help us, but it doesn’t ruin us 
either. But I’m afraid that youll be temporarily grounded 
until that new ship arrives.’’ 

__ The mention of a new ship drew Corbin’s attention like 
a magnet. ‘‘What new ship? And when’s it due?”’ 

Richard chuckled at Corbin’s eagerness. “‘Hold it a 
minute. Don’t get too excited. It will be a few months 
before it’s finished in Boston and then a couple of months 
before it’s fitted out down here. So that means at least a 
half a year.”’ 

Corbin sat back once more and said, ‘‘Damn! A half- 
year on land will drive me berserk. You can just do so 
‘much drinking and whoring, Richard.’’ 

‘‘Well, why don’t you go up north to the gold fields? 
You might strike it rich before you have to return to the 
sea. I know it’s not your type of work, but it would be 
something different, don’t you think?’’ Richard jested. 

Corbin watched the swirling amber liquid in. his glass 
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and said, ‘‘I might just do that, after I get tired of the other 
pasttimes.”’ 

‘‘There’s been an exodus toward the mountains of north 
Georgia since the strike in °28. Even some of the passen- 
gers from the Sea Maid are going up there. They. say 
there’s lots of gold in that red clay. But now’s not the time 
to talk of such things. You need rest, and I expect you to 
get it. Go home and stay there until you’re completely 
recovered from your ordeal. Then we can discuss our 
future plans. I’ll notify Charles of your return. Now get 
out of here, you look like the walking dead.” 

Corbin got to his feet slowly. He felt slightly dizzy from 
the brandy as he extended his hand to his partner. “Pil 
take your advice on that, Richard. I am exhausted.”’ 

Shaking Corbin’s hand, Richard said, ‘‘T’ll see you in a 
few days, and then we can have dinner and discuss 
business. ”’ 

The pallor of Corbin’s complexion and the tone of his 
voice revealed the tiredness he felt. ‘‘Agreed.”’ 

Wearily, Corbin made his way back to the beautiful 
Georgian townhouse. All was quiet as he opened the door, 
and he knew Callista was still asleep. His stomach grum- 
bled from hunger, but Corbin was too tired to rouse the 
servants, who slept in other quarters. “ 

As he made his way across the highly polished parquet 
floor, Corbin undressed. He dropped his clething wherever 
it chose to fall. When he reached his bed, Corbin was 
naked and fell heavily onto the soft down of the feather 
mattress. Throwing his arm over Callista’s soft form, he 
slept. 

Corbin’s sleep was deep and sound until late the next 
morning, when a slight movement under his arm finally 
awoke him. He sluggishly opened his eyes to a room filled 
with bright sunshine. With a yawn, he turned his face to 
Callista. He smiled, but the gesture was not returned. 
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““Would you move your arm?’’ she said. ‘‘I want to get 
op.’ 

Instead of doing as asked, Corbin pressed down slightly 
and said, ‘‘I think it is pleasant to lie here like this. There 
is nothing urgent that requires my attention, and I see no 
reason why we should not remain so.”’ 

Callista pushed at his lean, muscular arm. ‘‘I do. I don’t 
like lying here with you, so please let me up.”’ 

A slight shadow seemed to pass over Corbin’s features, 
but he smiled again. ‘‘Only if you give me a good-morning 
kiss.”’ 

Callista’s amber eyes pleaded with him as she said, 
“‘Corbin, please. Must we continue these stupid games? 
You know how I feel about you, so why do you persist in 
torturing me? You like me as little as I like you. So have 
done. Let me up so I may dress and leave. We are at our 
destination, and you have no further obligation to me.”’ 

Corbin leaned on one elbow as he studied the young 
woman. While her face still showed signs of thé bruises, 
they did not hinder her beauty. Her eyes were like golden 
pools as she pleaded with him to release her so that she - 
could walk out of his life. His lips tightened into a firm 
line as he thought, No, damn you. You'll not walk out of 
my life that easily. You may detest me, but you'll have to 
accept me. 

Callista knew her pleas were in vain as she watched 
Wolfram’s eyes dim until they were the color of steel. 
‘“‘Have you forgotten what I said before? You will stay 
with me until I say you can go.’”” 

**Surely you don’t plan to keep me a prisoner?’’ Callista 
said, her voice tight with anger. 

“If you insist, I will do exactly that. You have no 
clothes, nor have you any money, so where do you expect 
to go? The only place that would accept you in such a state 
is a brothel down near the docks. There you wouldn’t need 
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either of those items,’’ Wolfram said casually as he sat up 
on the side of the bed and ran his long fingers through his 
tumbled curls. 

Callista scrambled from the bed and quickly slipped into 
the doeskin shirt. Her eyes flashed as she said, **That is no 
concern of yours, Captain Wolfram. I will manage without 
your help.”’ 

‘““Sit down, Miss Drummond!”’ 

Startled by his tone, Callista obeyed. She was, unfortu- 
nately, at his mercy. He was right. She had neither clothes, 
nor friends, nor a place to stay. She watched apprehen- 
sively as Wolfram stood and came toward her in all his 
naked splendor. He was a powerfully built man, and 
exceedingly, enticingly masculine. 

“‘Callista, you could find yourself in a worse situation. 
You’re still young and don’t know enough about the world. 
Every woman needs a protector, especially one as lovely 
as you. I can keep you here under lock and key, or you 
can make it easier on yourself and stay here as my 
companion. | will furnish you with clothing, and you will 
have free reign over my establishment. All J want in return 
is that you remain here until I sail again.”” 

Wolfram watched Callista speculatively as he spoke. He 
could nearly see the thoughts flying through her mind as 
she spoke. ‘‘When will you sail?” 

‘In about six months. Then you will be free. You will 
have clothes, and I will leave you a sum of money to help 
you to establish yourself with another protector.”’ 

Callista knew Wolfram meant what he said, but that did 
not ease the humiliation of being a kept whore for six 
months. No matter what she wanted, she was forced to 
remain here. All that was left to her was to decide whether 
she wanted the time to pass pleasantly or miserably. She 
knew Wolfram well enough to know he would make her 
life hell if he so chose. 


144 


CALLISTA 


Smiling up at Wolfram, she said, ‘‘All right, I will be 
your whore for six months—less if your ship arrives sooner. 
I have nothing to lose now anyway. But remember this, 
Captain Wolfram, each time you take me I will hate you a 
little bit more. I will never forget what you have forced me 
to do. Someday I will also make you feel the humiliation 
that | feel now.”’ 

Though the comers of her mouth turned up in a smile, 
Wolfram saw the glitter of angry unshed tears in her eyes. 
He watched her warily for a moment before he said, ‘‘Do 
you give me your word?’ 

‘“Yes, you have my word.’’ Callista said as she lowered 
her head to keep Corbin from seeing her shame. 

Assured, Corbin went to the wardrobe and pulled out a 
velvet robe. He slipped into it and said, ‘‘Are you hungry?”’ 

“*Yes.’’ Callista replied without looking at him. 

“Pll have your breakfast sent up, and then you can have 
a bath. Let the maid have your measurements and I'll see 
if I can find something for you to wear until a seamstress 
can be summoned.’’ 

Callista stared at the door Corbin had just closed. It was 
not locked because Corbin knew her well enough to know 
she would keep her word. 

Callista twisted her fingers together in misery, but then 
her spirits surged. [J gave my word that I would stay, 
Corbin Wolfram, but I didn’t say I would make your life 
easy. 

Smiling mischievously to herself, Callista crossed the 
room to the double French doors and looked out at the 
lovely garden below. It was a soft, lush green with many 
tropical plants that Callista did not recognize. Even this 
late in the fall, the roses still flourished, displaying huge 
pink and red blossoms. Callista stepped out on the small 
wrought-iron balcony. It was a beautiful place, but it could 
not compare with the windswept hills of Tantallon. Callista 
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could smell the pleasant scent of the roses, but she longed 
for the tangy smell of the sea as the breeze carried it 
across the cold, gray towers. ‘‘Tantallon,’’ she said in a 
soft whisper. 

A tap at the door broke Callista’s reverie. Choking back 
homesick tears, she bade, ‘‘Come in.”’ 

A short, plump black woman entered with Callista’s 
breakfast. She set the tray on a small table near the French 
doors and said, ‘‘Your breakfast, missy. Captain say you 
eat it all up so you feels better. He be back soon. You not 
to worry. Come, Miss. You sit right down here and let 
Sally see you eat.”’ — 

Callista complied with the maid’s wishes. She was 
starving. The long walk into Savannah had left her ravenous. 
As Sally removed the lid, Callista’s mouth watered with 
longing. On the delicate china plate lay several slices of 
ham with softly scrambied eggs. White mush, which Callista 
later learned was called grits, shimmered with melted but- 
ter accompanied it. Strawberries in fresh cream topped 
with sugar and hot biscuits made her meal complete. 

Sally did not have to encourage Callista to eat. She had 
already begun before the maid finished pouring the rich, 
dark coffee. Callista heard Sally’s chuckle but was too 
engrossed with her food to find a reason for the maid’s 
humor. 

As Sally went about her duties of straightening the 
room, she kept up a lively one-sided conversation. “‘I 
declare, missy. You must be starving. The Captain he was 
just like you. I never did see a man eat So much as he did 
this mornin. But he be a big man with a big man’s 
appetite.’’ Chuckling again, she continued, ‘“‘He musta 
been in a powerful hurry to gets to bed last night. His 
clothes were all over the house this mornin’. My, my, but 
I kin see the reason.”’ | 

Callista would have blushed at the maid’s insinuation 
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had she been listening, but she was concentrating on the 
food without a thought of anything except the delicious 
taste in her mouth. 

When Callista finished with her breakfast, she glanced 
up to find Sally smiling at her. Her plump arms were 
folded over her heavy breasts as she waited patiently for 
Callista to finish. ‘‘Captain say for me to get your sizes, 
missy, so he can get you some clothes.”’ 

After Sally measured her, Callista said, ‘‘Thank you, 
Sally. The breakfast was delicious, but if you don’t mind, 
Fd like to lie down and rest until my bath.’’ 

‘““You do that, missy. You look as if you could use the 
rest. Your poor face looks pitiful and so does them feet. 
You lay and let Sally worry about getting your bath later.”’ 

Callista gratefully let Sally fluff up her pillows and pull 
a light sheet over her. In what seemed like only a short 
time later, Callista awoke as Sally touched her shoulder. 
“Your bath is ready, missy. I put lots of sweet smelling 
lavender into the water. I thought you’d like that.’’ 

*“Thank you, Sally, I love the scent of lavender,’’ Callista 
said as she stepped into the hot water. She sank into it 
gratefully, savoring every wet inch of the sweet-smelling 
liquid. It was her first true bath in weeks, and it brought 
back with sadness the memory of her last bath. Josiah’s kind 
face seemed to shimmer in the steaming water, and Callista 
closed her eyes to shut out the sight. He had been such a 
kind and gentle man to die such a violent death. She sat 
with head bowed as her long black hair floated about her 
creamy shoulders. Wolfram had quietly entered the room 
and stood watching her in silence for a few minutes. His 
breath quickened, and his loins stirred. He shifted the 
bundle he held in the other arm in the hope of arousing 
Callista’s attention. When she did not respond, he asked, 
‘“What deep thoughts require such concentration, Callista?’’ 

Startled, she slid down into the tub, her quick move- 
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ment sloshing water onto the soft carpet. She crossed her 
arms over her exposed breasts as she gazed angrily at 
Wolfram. He noted the look but also the sadness that had 
previously been there. “‘Is everything satisfactory?”’ 

“Yes everything except the lack of privacy and 
courtesy,’’ Callista replied sarcastically as she slid farther 
into the water in an effort to cover herself. Wolfram leaned 
casually against the door, his manner playful. “‘I see no 
reason for your modesty, Cailista. I have seen you naked 
before. As for privacy, it seems we have an agreement, 
have we not?’’ 

Callista glared up at Wolfram. *‘We have an agreement, 
but that does not mean that I can not even have a moment of 
privacy for myself.’’ She retorted. “‘] demand you leave this 
room so that I may continue with my bath.”’ 

_ He threw back his head and laughed. ‘“You demand that 
I leave my own room. My dear, these are my quarters, and 
here as on my ship, 1 go where I please.”’ 

“Then I shall take another room.’’ Callista spat the 
words at him. 

“I’m afraid, my dear, that will be impossible. This is 
the only bedroom in the house. Even if there were a 
hundred more, you would not take another without my 
permission. We have made a pact, and you will keep it 
pleasantly or otherwise. It is your choice, Callista.”’ Wol- 
fram smiled down at her and let his long index finger 
travel down the side of her neck and. onto her damp 
shoulder. ‘‘Come now, let’s cease this bickering. I have 
brought you some clothes that will suit you better than that 
savage’s shirt. Now finish with your bath and try them.” 
Crossing to a chair, Wolfram seated himself comfortably. 

‘Must you stay? If you were any sort of a gentlemen, 
you would have the courtesy to leave and let me bathe and 
dress in privacy.”’ 

Wolfram chuckled softly as he crossed his arms over his 
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chest. “‘I have never been known as a gentleman, espe- 
cially with women, so cease your prattling.’’ 

‘‘T’m sure that you make your mother proud to have you 
as a son,’’ Callista said as she turned away and began to 
wash. But as she picked up the soap, Callista was roughly 
lifted from the tub and placed on the floor. Dripping wet and 
shaking with fury, Callista looked up into Corbin’s pale 
face. She had been ready to shower him with abuse until 
she saw the look in his eyes. Callista had seen him angry 
before, but now the expression on his face brought fear 
racing up her spine, and she tried to step away from him. 
But he held her firmly, his fingers biting savagely inte her 
arms. He was trembling, and his full lips were held in a 
firm line that seemed a bitter slash across his hard features. 
Then he drew in his breath in an attempt to control his 
rage. It seemed an eternity before he spoke. ‘‘I have no 
mother, nor have I ever had. The woman that gave me 
birth was an animal not a mother. Like you and all of your 
kind, she was a whore and a bitch, so don’t ever speak of 
her again. Do you hear?’’ he shouted and shook Callista 
hard enough to wrench from her the very thought of such a 
person. 

‘Stop, Corbin. Stop it. I won’t mention her again. 
Corbin, you are hurting me!’’ Callista squealed as she tried 
to free herself. 

Wolfram’s anger passed as quickly as it had come. He 
gazed down at the young woman in front of him, her body 
still moist and sparkling from the water, her long hair 
clinging to her curves. His mood abruptly changed, and he 
swiftly lifted Callista into his arms and carried her to the 
bed. 

Callista realized his intention and struggled to free herself. 
She was unceremoniously dumped onto the down mattress, 
where she quickly tried to scramble out the other side. But 
Corbin was upon her. He pinned her to the bed with his 
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knee while he divested himself of his shirt. Taking her 
hands into one of his, he slipped off his boots and britches. 
Wolfram fell heavily atop Callista, nearly knocking the 
breath from her. As she gazed into his bright, fire-blue 
eyes, he said, ‘‘I made you a promise back in the woods, 
and now I intend to keep it.”’ 

Callista closed her eyes tightly and shook her head from 
side to side, ‘‘Corbin, I said I would not mention it again. 
Please don’t punish me like this.’ 

She felt his light kiss on her forehead as he huskily said, 
‘It is not punishment, Callista, but pleasure that I want to 
give. We will spend our six months together most pleas- 
antly.’’ 

Callista stiffened in his arms, but he paid no heed and 
kissed her deeply. She did not respond as he continued to 
caress her. She felt the tingling sensation deep within her, 
but refused to let her feelings give way. She succeeded to 
a certain extent, for she was dry when he entered her and 
she cried out in pain. It did not last long, for her body 
moistened and Wolfram moved easily within her. 

He lifted her hips so that he could move deeply within 
her, and she moaned as she fought the sensations of plea- 
sure that traveled like small electric shocks through her 
veins. When she thought she would at last give way to the 
passion that consumed her, Corbin collapsed heavily onto 
her and then rolled away. 

Wolfram lay flat on his back with one arm over his 
eyes. His breathing was even, and for a few minutes 
Callista thought he had fallen asleep. She moved away 
from him slightly, but was stayed by a hand on her breast. 

‘‘Don’t move,’’ he said. 

Callista lay rigid next to him. She did not know if he 
planned to hurt her, but she wanted to take no chances. 
She had suffered enough already without antagonizing him 
further. 
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Suddenly, with such quickness it made Callista gasp, 
Corbin pinned her down with both hands on her shoulders. 
He looked down at her, studying her, before he spoke. 
**You think you’re pretty smart, don’t you, Callista, but 
I’m no fool. You wanted me, but you’re too stubborn to 
admit it. Well, that’s your problem. If you want to refuse 
yourself pleasure, I won’t try to stop you. I will still take 
you whenever I want. It would be more pleasurable if you 
were willing, I admit that; but if you’re not, | will still find 
my release in your body. I have your word that you will 
stay here with me for six months, and I don’t expect to 
have to go to other women to satisfy myself. Go ahead and 
be stubborn, it will only hurt you.’’ Corbin released her 
and sat up on the edge of the bed, his back to her. He ran 
his fingers through his hair. ‘‘I have several things to do 
today so make yourself at home while I’m away. Sally will 
bring anything you require. I have spoken to Mrs. Fabber- 
sham, the seamstress, about coming tomorrow to help you 
choose your wardrobe.’’ Then turning to look at her, he 
asked, ‘“‘Is there anything that you want to ask me before I 
leave?’’ 

Callista did not answer but shook her head. All she 
really wanted was for him to leave her in peace. 

*“Good, then I shall bid you adieu, my dear.’’ He 
slipped into his clothing and was gone. 

Callista shut her eyes tightly and clenched her fists to 
keep from jumping from the bed and throwing anything at 
hand toward the now closed door. She rolled onto her 
stomach and beat the pillows with her fist. Oh, how I hate 
him! she thought as she kicked the soft mattress in a fit of 
temper. And to think I have to live with him for six months. 
1 know I will go to heaven because I'll have already lived 
with the devil in his hell! Oh! Damn him to hell! 
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L eaning back in the soft leather chair with his feet propped 
on the large teakwood desk in his study, Wolfram swirled 
the Scotch whiskey in his glass. He had to make a written 
report on the Peregrine’s destruction, but his mind was in 
too much turmoil for him to concentrate upon such matters. 

Sipping the fiery liquid, he tried to put Callista from his 
mind. Yet it seemed impossible. He had felt her slight 
response to his lovemaking, but she had held herself back. 
Why? He could not fathom. Questions .. . and they al- 
ways dealt with the young woman upstairs. Maybe, he 
thought, J should let her go once she has something to 
wear. I could give her enough money to last her until she 
found work or someone else to protect her. That thought 
sizzled through Corbin’s mind, his sapphire eyes narrowed, 
the corners of his mouth turned down in a grimace, and a 
strange tightness crossed his chest, No, damn it, she’ ll stay 
here until I tire of her—or until my ship arrives. 
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Agitated, Corbin shuffled through the mass of papers 
that lay on his desk. He tried to study the reports that had 
been sent to his house by his partners, but the material, 
which usually held his interest to the last word, now held 
little to fascinate him. Disgusted with himself, he threw 
the work down. 

Not knowing what else to do with his time, he poured 
himself another shot of whiskey and slammed out of the 
house, headed toward the waterfront. 

Corbin stopped at the first tavern he came to. The gentle 

river breeze stirred the shingle that indicated he was at the 
Hogshead. He had been to it many times before, as he 
had been to most of the taverns in Savannah. For a few 
extra coins, he usually found a wench to comply with his 
needs. In this section of the city, a sailor was bound to 
find almost everything he might want because here, as in 
all port cities, there thrived those vices that catered to the 
lusts of men. From women to drugs, all could be found if 
one knew the right people to contact. The brothels were 
numerous, but if one did not choose to go to them, the 
barmaids usually complied easily enough with suitable 
persuasion. 
- Seating himself in a dark corner, Wolfram surveyed the 
room. It held the usual long bar and tables, also the usual 
amount of daytime drunks and sailors who had just arrived 
in port. It was only mid-afternoon, yet several men had 
already passed out and were snoring off the effects of the 
alcohol they had consumed. 

Wolfram smiled to himself as he eyed the pretty, plump 
barmaid who came to his table. 

‘‘What will you have?’’ She eyed him brazenly, and he 
smiled up at her. This was the type of woman he was 
accustomed to meeting. No hiding behind false virtue for 
this one. She was a whore, as were all women, but she 
was honest enough to admit it. She wasn’t out to try to 
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capture a man through his emotions. She was there to 
please him with no strings attached, no amber eyes glisten- 
ing with unshed tears to make him feel guilty. “‘T’ll have a 
whiskey to begin with and a little company if some pretty 
maid would do me the honor.”’ 

The barmaid smiled invitingly at Wolfram and winked. 
‘That should be an easy enough order to fill.’” A moment 
later she was back with his glass. She slid onto the bench 
beside him, and as Corbin sipped his whiskey, he placed 
an arm about her shoulders and said, ‘‘Now that the first 
part of my order is filled, do you think we might find a 
quieter place than this for the company?’’ The barmaid 
shook back the long red hair that lay on her bared shoul- 
ders and smiled enticingly. ‘That might be arranged if the 
price is right.”’ 

Wolfram threw back his head and laughed, ‘“That’s 
what I figured. Now why not be a love and get us a bottle 
so we can find that quiet place and enjoy our drinks 
without interruption.”’ 

Wolfram followed the barmaid up the steep flight of 
stairs to the room above. He watched her full hips swing 
provocatively from side to side, a sight that normally 
would have stirred him quickly enough. But he felt nothing. 
He assumed it was too soon after he’d been with Callista. 
Damn you! he thought, the moment her name flashed 
through his mind. /’Il get you out of my system if I have to 
bed every whore in Savannah. 

As soon as the door to the shabby little room closed, 
Wolfram pulled the barmaid into his arms and kissed her 
deeply. She moided herself to him and rotated her hips 
against his pelvis. He released her, and she quickly slipped 
from her clothes and lay down on the bed. Corbin looked 
at her as he poured them drinks. ‘“Don’t be in such a 
hurry, my girl. Let’s have a drink together to better acquaint 
ourselves.’” The barmaid sat up and took the offered glass 
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from Wolfram. She watched him warily. Her heavy breasts 
gleamed in the dim light that filtered through the cheap 
curtain that covered small begrimed windows. She had full 
hips and shapely legs, but their beauty was marred by the 
blue veins that showed beneath her skin, the sign of her 
hard work as a barmaid 

*‘What’s your name, my beauty?’’ Corbin asked as he 
sat down beside her. She gazed up at him as if he were as 
insane as she had suspected only moments before when he 
wanted to get acquainted. None of the men ever asked her 
name. There was only one thing they wanted from her, 
and they took it anonymously. She would have been even 
further amazed had she known that this was the first time 
Wolfram had ever asked a woman for her name before 
bedding her. ‘‘Sarah,’’ she answered and took a deep sip 
of the burning liquid. 

**That’s a pretty name. One to match it’s owner. Sarah, 
kiss me,’’ Wolfram said and she willingly complied. He 
was one of the handsomest men she had ever seen, and he 
was being kind to her, though a little strange. Kindness 
was something Sarah had had little of in her life. 

She ran her hands over his wide shoulders and through 
his thick dark hair. She loosened his shirt and entwined her 
fingers in the mat of dark hair on his tanned chest. As their 
kiss deepened, she ran her hands down his lean hips and 
onto his still soft manhood. Sarah was surprised, but this 
did not stop her. She loosened his pants and worked with 
the hope of stirring him, but nothing happened. 

After a while, he lay back with his hand over his eyes. 
His breathing was heavy, and perspiration glistened on his 
skin. Wolfram did not speak, and Sarah’s heart went out to 
him. With her knowledge of life, Sarah realized he needed 
a release, and she was determined to give it. She bent over 
him, letting her red mane cascade across his chest as she 
began to kiss him. Slowly she moved lower with her 
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kisses, traveling down across his lean belly. Wolfram lay 
quietly and let her caress. him, but his mind would not 
accept the red-haired woman who fondled him with skillful 
fingers. All his thoughts were on Callista as she lay be- 
neath him, holding back the passion-that he longed for. As 
Sarah’s lips began to tease his manhood, his hand stayed 
her, and he quickly sat up and poured himself another 
drink. Gulping it hastily, he said huskily, “‘I’m sorry, 
Sarah, it’s not going to do any good. Thank you for trying, 
but let’s just enjoy the liquor.”’ 

Sarah, dejected, sat up and said, ‘‘I’m sorry too; you’re 
the first man that I’ve ever really wanted.’’ 

Corbin glanced down at her bowed head. ‘‘Tell me 
something of yourself, Sarah. How did you get into this 
business?”’ 

Sarah looked up at Wolfram with tears glistening in her 
green eyes. As she spoke, Corbin could see the pain within 
their depths and knew her childhood had been cruel. “‘It 
was the only thing I could find to do when I ran away from 
my folks’ farm. There were thirteen of us, and we were 
always hungry. My pa liked to beat us. So I figured I 
could starve anywhere and without the beatings. And I took 
off. But when you’re dumb and ain’t never had no training 
for anything but to hoe corn, you don’t have much choice. 
I wasn’t a virgin when I left home. My older brothers seen 
to that when I was thirteen, so it came sort of naturally. At 
least now I get paid for it, and it’s just one at a time.”’ 

Wolfram’s shock was apparent in his expression as he 
asked, ‘“You mean your own brothers molested you?’’ 

‘‘Yeah, I was the oldest girl with six older brothers. They 
thought it a good joke to have me. There wasn’t any 
neighbor with girls for miles around, so they used me 
instead of their hands.”’ 

Wolfram placed his arm around Sarah’s shoulders and 
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pulled her against his chest. ‘‘I’m sorry, Sarah. I guess 
everyone has something that he’d like to forget.”’ 

She nodded; then she asked simply, “‘Is it a woman that 
you want to forget?’’ Wolfram glanced down. at Sarah and 
réleased her abruptly. He poured himself another stiff 
drink and said, ‘‘No. It’s not a woman I want to forget.’’ 

Corbin slipped into his clothes and handed Sarah a sheaf 
of bills. She stared wide-eyed in amazement at the huge 
sum. “But I didn’t do anything for you,’’ she whispered. 

‘*But you tried. That’s more than I can say for some 
people I know.’’ Taking her round face into his hands, 
Corbin bent and kissed Sarah. ““You’re too good to work 
in a place like this. Why don’t you get out?”’ 

‘‘F told you the reason. There isn’t any kind of work for 
me to do.”’ 

A smile tickled the corners of Corbin’s mouth as he 
said, *‘I have a job for you, if you want it.’’ 

Sarah looked dejected once more. “‘I’ve already failed 
with that, so what else can I do for you?”’ 

‘*You can become a lady’s maid.’’ 

‘Hope flashed into Sarah’s bright eyes as she said, ““A 
lady’s maid. But I don’t know anything about such things.’’ 

*“You can learn. Come to my house tomorrow if you 
want the work,’’ Corbin said, and he gave her directions to 
his house. 

Sarah was overcome by her gratitude and grabbed Corbin’s 
hand and kissed it. “Oh, sir, Pll try to learn and be a good 
maid to your wife.”’ 

Wolfram threw back his head and laughed. 

‘*She’s not my wife, and the job will only last for six 
months or less, but after that, if you work out, I'll help 
you find something else. Do you agree?”’ 

*“Oh, yes. It would be a blessing not to have to work 
here anymore, and I’ll always be there if you need me, 
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sir.’ Sarah paused and then tried to explain what she had 
meant, but Wolfram stopped her. 

‘I like your first meaning the best, Sarah.”’ 

She blushed and said, ‘‘I do too.” 

‘‘Well, tomorrow then,’’ Corbin said and was gone, ~ 
leaving Sarah sitting naked and dumbfounded at her good 
fortune. She was already a little in love with the tall, 
handsome man with his bright blue eyes. 

And the lady is not his wife. I might have him if I play 
my cards right. He’s unhappy, and all men like a soft 
bosom to lay their heads upon when they're troubled, 
Sarah thought as she dressed. Tucking the money between 
her large breasts, she smiled to herself, The lady is not his 
wife. 

Jauntily, she walked down the stairs and up to the 
tavernkeeper and said, “‘I quit.’’ 

As she gathered her shawl and flounced from the tavern 
with her hips swinging, she left an amazed ex-employer 
behind. 


Wolfram’s head was still light from all the whiskey he 
had consumed as he walked toward the firm of Lombard, 
Grimes, and Wolfram. He was happy he had hired Sarah 
for Callista’s maid. It would give the little hellcat some- 
thing to think about when she saw the pretty red-haired 
Sarah about the house. Wolfram was not all that sure that 
he would not also be glad to have her after he conquered 
the vixen. At least Sarah would come willingly. He laughed 
to himself at the irony of his situation. Corbin Wolfram, the 
man who would not tolerate even one woman in his house, 
now had two. Chuckling he entered the office. 

Three men stood around the desk, but he only recog- 
nized Richard Lombard and Charles Grimes. The other 
man was a stranger, but he assumed he must have come to 
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do business with the shipping firm, for all were intently 
studying the papers on the desk. 

At his entrance, his partners smiled and waved him 
forward. Charles Grimes was the first to speak as he 
slapped Wolfram on the back. ‘‘Richard told me you had risen 
from the dead, but I knew ali along that it would take 
something more powerful than a hurricane to kill you.’’ 

Wolfram shook his partner’s hand. ‘‘I’m glad you knew 
that because for a while I wasn’t so sure.”’ 

As he joined them, Richard said, “I thought you were 
going to get some rest, but I’m glad you’re here. I’d like 
you to meet John Ross, who just arrived from England. 
We were studying the maps of the state. He’s interested in 
going north to the gold fields, and I was showing him the 
best route. Remember I mentioned it to you last night.’”’ 

Shaking the stranger’s hand, Corbin said, ‘‘A pleasure, 
sir. So you’re going to the mines. Richard mentioned that 
there were a lot of people going up there.”’ 

John Ross smiled easily as his green eyes assessed 
Wolfram. ‘‘Sir, the pleasure is mine. I have heard much 
about Captain Wolfram. I was on the Sea Maid, and your 
cook spoke often of you in his delirium. They say you are 
a hero.”’ 

Wolfram glanced at his partners inquiringly, and Ross 
continued, ‘‘About your staying on board the Peregrine to 
help a female passenger to safety.’’ 

Wolfram smiled at the pleasant-looking gentleman, ‘‘It 
was my duty, sir, but she was not exactly a passenger. She 
stowed away on my ship disguised as a cabin boy.’”’ 

The occupants of the room could hear Richard’s quick 
intake of breath. *‘I don’t believe that you could have been 
fooled so easily, Corbin. It’s unlike you.”’ 

Wolfram’s expression changed, and a nervous tic throbbed 
on his cheek. “‘I was going to explain it to you last night, 
but I was too exhausted. Josiah Rawlings was in his cups 
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the night before we sailed, and he hired her on thinking 
she was a boy. I had no knowledge of it until we were out 
at sea and then it was too late. He had not been the only one 
fooled. I had thought that she was a boy until she became 
ili and I found out differently,’’ he replied. 

Charles Grimes had listened to the conversation care- 
fully and asked, “‘Where is this woman now? She can be 
brought up on charges for stowing away.”’ 

Wolfram glanced uneasily at the man and cleared his 

throat. ‘“She’s at my house, resting. I don’t think it will be 
necessary to bring charges against her, Charles. She has 
worked out her passage satisfactorily to my mind. So let it 
be.”” - 
The light of knowledge flashed into the men’s eyes, and 
they smiled at Wolfram. Slapping him on the back once 
more, Charles said, ‘“‘You devil—so be it then. She must 
be a beauty to have captured your eye. When can we meet 
this mysterious lady?’’ 

**Richard mentioned we would have dinner some night, 
and I planned to introduce you then.’’ Wolfram glanced at 
Richard and asked, ‘‘Is that satisfactory with you, Richard?’’ 
— **By all means, Corbin. This is intriguing, and I wouldn’t 
miss it for the world. However, you know that we will 
have to leave our ladies out of it. I don’t think they would 
appreciate the situation.”’ 

Wolfram’s temper, already on edge, began to rise. He 
didn’t like the attitude of his partners. He didn’t really 
know why the insult to Callista made him angry, but it 
did. “‘I can assure you, Richard, the lady would not 
contaminate the other ladies, but I prefer it to be as you 
ask. Now let us drop the subject of my ex-cabin boy and 
speak more of Mr. Ross’s journey to the gold fields.”’ 

John Ross smiled. “‘Oh, yes, Mr. Lombard said that he 
had mentioned it to you and suggested that you visit them 
also. Have you come to a decision?”’ 
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‘‘No, I have things here to attend to, but it is an 
Interesting prospect. Do you plan on digging for gold?”’ 

*‘No. I’m just going up to see what it’s all about. I’m 
visiting America for a short while, traveling at leisure. | 
thought it would be fascinating to go up and watch them 
bring the gold from the earth. Are you sure that you 
wouldn’t like to make the journey with me? I would 
appreciate the company and your knowledge of the country.”’ 

Wolfram returned the friendly smile. “‘It is a fascinat- 
ing thought, and I just. might go up if I can get everything 
here in order. But for the moment, I cannot give you an 
answer. As for my knowledge of the country, I’m sorry to 
say that I have little. My life has been spent at sea.’’ 

Ross watched Wolfram intently, as if trying to discover 
the sort of man he was dealing with; then, congenially, he 
said, “‘For all that, sir, your company would be enough. I 
do hope you will reconsider once you have completed your 
work here.”’ 

Richard Lombard broke into the conversation. ‘‘Well, 
let us discuss this further over dinner next week. By then 
Corbin should know if he can make the journey. Does that 
sound agreeable, Corbin?’’ 

“*That’s fine with me, Richard. Shall we say next Wednes- 
day at my house? That way you will not have to explain 
why you cannot invite your wives.”’ 

**Yes, you're right, Corbin. Lily knows that your house 
is a man’s domain,’’ Richard chuckled. 


The night had settled over the city as Wolfram made his 
way back to his house. The servants had left a light on for 
him in the hall and a fire burning brightly in his study. He 
poured himself another drink but found that he had little 
taste for it. He had not eaten dinner and rang for Sally. It 
was not long before a warm meal steamed before him, yet 
he had little appetite. His mind could focus on nothing but 
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Callista. Pushing back the plate of baked chicken, Wol- 
fram stared moodily into the flickering flames. 

He sat with his thoughts for a while and then went 
quietly to the bedroom. Callista slept soundly, but he made 
little noise as he undressed. Wolfram was tired, and he did 
not feel up to having another confrontation with the vixen. 

He stood briefly and watched her peaceful sleep. Her 
mass of black hair spread about her like a silk fan. Her 
breasts rose and fell evenly with her breathing, and 
Wolfram’s loins tightened as he watched the soft mounds 
with their dark pink nipples. 

The light from the candle cast a golden glow over her 
skin, and Wolfram could smell the delicate scent of laven- 
der she had used in her bath. 

Blowing out the candle, Wolfram-climbed into bed. The 
full harvest moon illuminated the woman who lay beside 
him. He wanted her but refused himself the pleasure. He 
tossed and turned until he finally fell asleep. 

Callista lay still. She forced herself to breathe evenly. 
She had felt the bed jar as Wolfram restlessly moved about 
until he slept. When his breathing was even, Callista let 
her eyes open slowly. She did not want Wolfram to know 
she had not. been asleep when he had returned home. She 
had paced the floor of her room until she had thought she 
would go mad. Her thoughts were a jumble of confusion. 
Her body was tense with unfulfilled desire, and she had 
been unable to sleep. Callista had spitefully pretended to 
be asleep, and the ruse had worked. Wolfram had not 
bothered her. Now as she lay beside his lean muscular 
body, she longed to reach out to him, to touch him, to feel 
him deep within her. 

Wolfram had been right. She was stubborn. She had 
proved it all day long, and she continued to prove it even 
now. But he was her enemy, and she had to hold back. 
She would not again give Corbin Wolfram the chance to 
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humiliate her. This time she would be the one to walk 
away, no matter how hard it would be for her to do it. His 
touch and his words awakened emotions in her so deep and 
so tender that she needed to protect herself. She wanted 
desperately to confess her love; also to keep it secret. It 
was so confused. Why, she asked herself, can it not be 
simple and beautiful, like my feelings for Brave Fox? 
Maybe it’s because this man is too complicated. Brave Fox 
is honest and straightforward, as much a part of the earth 
as the tree that grows in the forest. He can be candid, but 
this man’s civilized world will not allow that. There are 
too many things that shape men’s lives for him to have the 
same outlook on life. 

Sighing, Callista lay her hand lightly on Wolfram’s 
chest. In the moonlight it was pale against his sun-bronzed 
skin. He did not stir, and she smiled as she raised herself 
so that she could see his face. There. was none of the 
harshness now as he lay in repose. His brow was smooth, 
and dark lashes cast shadows on the high cheekbones. His lips 
were slightly parted, and his breath came evenly. Callista 
longed to touch those lips and make them smile. She 
realized for the first time that Wolfram had never really 
smiled at her without some ulterior motive. 

Callista lay back and stared into the darkness. Why had 
all this come to pass? Only a few months ago she had been 
a happy young girl at Tantallon. Now she’d made an agree- 
ment to stay with a man she did not trust, and she set 
herself the task of finding her father on the flimsy evidence 
of a vision that might or might not be true. 

Agitated, she eased from the bed and went to stand by 
the French doors. She stood naked in the moonlight, as 
pale and beautiful as an ancient alabaster statue. 

Callista did not hear Wolfram as he came to stand 
behind her. Her movements had awakened him, and he 
had watched her lonely vigil. As he placed his hands on 
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her shoulders and pulled her against him, she did not resist 
but leaned against his strong chest. Wolfram lay his head 
against her soft hair. ‘‘The night is beautiful and should 
not be marred by sad thoughts.’’ 

Callista did not move away from Wolfram but kept her 
eyes on the lovely garden below as she softly said, ‘‘Why 
do you keep me here? I know that you feel nothing for me, 
so why must we make each other miserable?’’ 

Her tone was so forlorn that it touched Wolfram, and he 
held her closer as he said, ‘‘I honestly do not know. All I 
know is that I want you.”’ 

‘But you do not love me, and I do not love you. Why 
must we torture each other, Corbin? It is senseless,’’ 
Callista said as she turned to look up into his face. 

‘“Callista, I don’t want to torture you. All 1 ask is that 
you keep your part of our agreement. It will be for only a 
short time, and then you will be free of me.’’ 

Wolfram’s voice was soft and tender, and the tears 
Cailista had been holding in check came to the surface and 
cascaded down her cheeks. ‘‘Why has all this come to 
pass?’’ she sobbed. 

Wolfram had no answer, but held her against his chest 
while she sobbed brokenly. As her tears abated, he lifted 
her carefully and carried her to bed. He did not attempt to 
make love to her, but cradled Callista against his body. 

Gazing up into his shadowed face, Callista could not 
read his expression. Tentatively, she reached up and touched 
his cheek. Wolfram did not move as Callista brought her 
lips to his. For a moment he did not respond; then with a 
moan he crushed her against him. 

Callista responded to Wolfram’s caresses as she had 
done on the beach. Their passion consumed them, and 
they were unaware of the night slipping into dawn as they 
made love. 

At the moment of their mutual climax, the sun spread its 
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first rays across the bed. Callista and Wolfram gazed at the 
new day and then at each other. They smiled with pleasure 
for the first time in their fiery relationship. It was a new 
day and a new beginning. 

Callista snuggled against Wolfram to ward off the chill 
of the morning air. She was content. They might not love 
each other, but she was sure that the next six months 
would be spent in peace. 
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A: noon Callista was roused from her sleep by a sharp 
smack on the rear. She jumped from the bed with a cry. 
As she rubbed her stinging posterior, Callista glared an- 
grily at Corbin, who leaned casually against the bureau 
with his arms crossed over his chest. 

‘“Do you plan to beat me again?’’ she asked sarcastically. 

Corbin smiled impishly, one brow arched over his blue 
eyes as he looked at the vision before him. Her small chin 
was held high, and her back straight. Her young firm 
breasts stood out in twin peaks. 

‘"No,’’ he answered, ‘‘I was just trying to rouse a 
Sleepyhead, but if you don’t get dressed, I may find some- 
thing else to do with you.”’ 

Callista quickly found her gown and undergarments. 
Slipping into them, she turned her back and said, ‘‘Would 
you act as my maid? | can’t button it by myself.”’ 

‘‘Ah, yes, my lady.’’ Corbin said as he lifted her hair 
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and kissed the nape of her neck before he fastened the 
gown. His fingers stumbled over the small buttons, and he 
said, ‘‘I don’t think that I would make a good lady’s 
maid, do you?’’ 

Callista smothered a giggle and said, ‘‘No. It would 
take you forever to get your lady dressed.”’ 

‘‘?m much better at undressing the ladies; I’ve had 
more experience in that area,’’ Corbin said as he ran his 
hands down Callista’s sides. 

“*Stop that! Now would you call Sally to help me with 
my hair or [ll be here all day,’’ Callista said as she settled 
herself in front of the dressing table. 

‘*Sally isn’t a lady’s maid. She is a good servant, but 
has not been trained in that area. You see, my dear, you 
are the first woman to ever stay under my roof.”’ 

Callista watched Wolfram skeptically in the mirror as he 
spoke. She did not argue the point, but she doubted its 
truth. “Well, I shall have to manage on my own.’”’ Taking 
up the brush, Callista began to untangle her shimmering 
hair. 

Wolfram entwined his fingers in her long, black locks 
and said, ““You’ll have to manage today, but after this 
you'll have your own maid.”’ 

Glancing up from her task, Callista asked, ‘““My own 
maid?’’ 

‘“Yes, I hired her yesterday. You’ll have to train the 
girl, but I think she’ll prove useful while you are here.”’ 

**Thank you, Corbin, but it is unnecessary. I’ve man- 
aged most of my life without a maid so there’s no reason 
to have one now.”’ 

“*She’ll be arriving soon so there is little need for this 
discussion. I have made the decision, and you will have a 
maid.’’ Wolfram’s tone was dictatorial, and Callista felt 
her temper begin to rise. She said nothing, but brushed her 
hair vigorously to help ease the tension. 
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‘‘The seamstress will also call upon you this afternoon. 
I want you to select suitable clothing for day wear and 
several gowns for the evening. Have the seamstress make 
one gown of green silk and tell her it must be ready before 
Wednesday night.’’ Wolfram, without realizing it, sounded 
as though he were giving orders to one of his crew. He 
could not understand the anger that flashed in Callista’s 
eyes as she looked at his reflection in the mirror. 

Callista tried to control her voice as she evenly asked, 
“Why do I need a gown by Wednesday?’’ 

“I have invited several gentleman to dinner, and you 
will be my hostess.’’ Wolfram watched Callista’s expression. 
He had seen the look in her eyes before and knew that the 
peace they had found only a few hours earlier had been 
shattered. What he had done, he did not know. He had 
only tried to be generous to her by acquiring a maid and 
gowns for her enjoyment. 

‘I will not be your hostess, Corbin. Our agreement was 
between us; not for the whole world to know. How can 
you expect this of me when it will expose our circum- 
stances to your guests?’ 

“It doesn’t matter what they think. I do what I please.”’ 

‘“Yes, you do as you please and care little for the shame 
I feel about our agreement,”’ Callista said, her rage growing. 

‘Where was that shame last night, Callista, when you 
came to me? I don’t think you feel it as much as you 
pretend, my dear. You cry your virtue and then come 
willingly into my arms. Now you refuse to be my hostess 
on the same grounds. I am beginning to tire of your 
shrewish behavior,’’ Wolfram said, trying to keep his own 
temper in control. 

Callista blushed, but did not lower her eyes as she said, 
““Yes, I came into your arms willingly, but that does not 
mean that I don’t feel shame. It only proves that I have 
human weaknesses. And you’re to blame for that. I knew 
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nothing of such things until you seduced me and made me 
your mistress. I thought I might retain some dignity, but 
not when you flaunt me to the world.’’ 

Callista’s stubborn Scottish blood surged through her 
veins. She moved to the windows and stared briefly at the 
garden, gathering her thoughts. Her eyes still blazed when 
she turned to face Wolfram, but her voice held a deadly 
calm. ‘‘So be it. I made an agreement, and | shall abide by 
it. Bring your friends, one and all, to see your plaything. 
Show them what a great man you are, Corbin. I do not 
care. But never expect me to have any feelings for you 
except hate. You have use of my body for six months, but 
neither my spirit or ey soul. Now get out and let me finish 
dressing.”’ 

Wolfram stood with his fists clenched at his sides. He 
was pale with anger, and his lips were pressed tightly 
together. He did not speak as he glared at Callista standing 
so proudly before him. What a vixen she was. He wanted 
to take her lovely neck into his hands and strangle her. 

They were back to square one; the tender moments had 
gained them nothing. Wolfram stormed from the room, 
slamming the door behind him. 

Callista stood motionless. It was as if every nerve in her 
body stood on end. She wanted to scream, to run after him 
and tear out his eyes. Yet other feelings kept her in check. 
They were the ones that dominated her heart. Her mind 
‘refused to recognize them, but the tightening in her 
chest made her gasp for air. She felt her knees begin 
to give way and braced herself against the back of a 
chair. Her knuckles were white as Callista dug her finger- 
nails into the soft brocade upholstery. No, damn you. I will 
not feel hurt. I won't let myself. Not because of you, 
Corbin Wolfram. I will act as if nothing has happened. 
Nothing whatsoever. 

Squaring her shoulders, Callista finished dressing. With 
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this done, she walked from the room and down the stairs, 
her head held high. 

Sally seemed to appear as if by magic. 

‘“Missy, luncheon is being served in the dining room. | 
am to show you the way.’’ 

“Thank you, Sally, I’m starving,’’ Callista said as she 
followed the black maid across the oak floors and through 
the large double doors that led to the dining room. The 
room was elegantly furnished with Louis XVI pieces uphol- 
stered in bright yellows and cool greens. Flowers were 
arranged tastefully on the gleaming mahogany table, now 
with only a single place-setting of delicate china and crystal. 

Sally held out her chair, then said, ‘‘Captain says he 
would not be joining you for lunch, but hoped everything 
suited you.”’ 

“‘[’m sure that it will, Sally. You may serve me now.”’ 
Callista’s relief was apparent in her voice. At least she 
would have some time alone so that she might collect 
herself. 

Callista ate the light meal with relish, finishing every 
morsel, including the delicious apple pie that was served 
for dessert. As she finished the last bit, Sally brought her a 
message from Wolfram, instructing her to join him in his 
study. 

As Callista entered the room, she saw that Wolfram was 
not alone. A young woman with flaming red hair and 
bright green eyes sat in the chair opposite him. She was 
lovely. 

‘*Come in, Callista,’’ Wolfram said as he rose and came 
forward to take her arm. ‘‘I have someone I would like 
you to meet.’’ Callista smiled at Wolfram and the young 
woman. ““This is Sarah,’’ he said. ‘‘She is to be your 
maid.’’ He glanced a little uncertainly at the young woman. 
*‘P’'m sorry, but I forgot to ask your last name.”’ 

Sarah smiled up at Wolfram. ‘‘Yates, sir, Sarah Yates.’’ 
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Callista’s smile faded as she saw the look in Sarah’s 
eyes. Her feelings were plainly visible. She was in love 
with him. As Callista watched the two converse, she won- 
dered what they had been to one another and why Wolfram 
had brought the woman into his house. It was not for her 
convenience. No, that was just an excuse to keep me 
happy so he could have us both. She was jealous, Callista 
realized, but that did not make the situation any more 
bearable. 

The two young women briefly locked eyes and without 
a single word revealed to each other their intent to win 
Corbin Wolfram. 

‘‘How do you do, Sarah?’’ Callista said. “‘I’m glad to 
have you here.”’ 

Sarah returned Callista’s smile and with equal gracious- 
ness replied, ‘‘And I’m glad to be here, miss.”’ 

I just bet you are, Callista thought as she took in Sarah’s 
full, ripe body. 

Wolfram watched the interchange and sensed an under- 
current that he couldn’t define. ‘‘Callista, 1 have given the 
small room in the attic to Sarah for her quarters so she will 
be nearby when you need her.”’ 

Callista’s eyes sparkled with fire when she looked at 
Wolfram, but her voice was sweet. ‘‘That is kind of you, 
but I was unaware that there were any other bedrooms.’’ 

‘It’s not been used in years, but it won’t take much to 
make it livable. Is that agreeable to you?’ 

‘*Yes, we want Sarah to be near if she is needed. Now 
if you will excuse me, I'll have Sally prepare the room.”’ 
Callista rose from the chair and turning to Sarah, she said, 
‘I will not be needing you today. You may have the time 
to settle yourself in your new home.”’ 

Callista walked regally from the room, softly closing the 
door behind her. She then raced up the stairs to her 
bedroom, trembling with rage. My maid! Ha! That's a 
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laugh. It’s more likely that she’ ll serve him far better than 
she will me. Callista paced the room until her anger began 
to cool. Sitting before the dressing table, she cupped her 
face in her hands as she stared at her reflection, / don’t 
care, she told herself, but a nagging little voice within her 
said, Then why are you angry? 

Because it was an insult to my intelligence, she argued. 

Are you sure? 

Yes, I’m sure. I have no feelings for the man, or what 
he does! 

Springing to her feet, Callista quickly busied herself 
with the tasks at hand. She had had enough of idleness. It 
allowed her to think too much. By staying busy she would 
not have time to probe her emotions. 


The seamstress came in the afternoon, and Callista or- 
dered gowns to Wolfram’s instructions. She chose one of 
the finest materials the seamstress could provide for the 
pale green gown. The color of the silk suited her to 
perfection, emphasizing her amber eyes and flawless 
complexion. 

The rest of the day Callista spent in solitude. She had no 
idea where Wolfram had gone, for he’d not seen fit to 
leave a message. She finished her evening meal and then 
strolled in the gardens until the breeze became chilly. 
Before she re-entered the house, Callista let her gaze 
wander over the grounds and the house, so lovely in the 
pale moonlight. Her eyes traveled over the soft pink brick 
of the mansion and were then drawn to the attic window 
where a faint light flickered. She watched with interest, 
curious about the lovely red-haired woman. 

She could see her silhouette as the woman passed the 
window and the outline of her voluptuous curves as she 
undressed. Was Wolfram with her? she wondered. 

Forcing her eyes from the window, Callista squared her 
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shoulders and retired to her room. She tossed and turned, 
and after what seemed like hours, she slept. 

In the early morning hours, Callista awoke with a start 
as the bedroom door was flung open and Wolfram stag- 
gered drunkenly into the room. He kicked the door shut 
and fumbled to light the candle. Failing, he rasped, ‘‘Ah, 
forget it.”’ Hiccupping loudly, he undressed and fell across 
Callista onto the bed. He was snoring loudly by the time 
she pushed his heavy weight from her. 

The smell of liquor and the cloying scent of cheap 
perfume floated like a cloud about Wolfram as he lay with 
his arms outstretched across the bed. She had smelled that 
same odor earlier in his study. It was the scent that Sarah 
Yates used, and the thought enraged her. She grabbed the 
sheet from the bed and moved to the chaise where she 
found it impossible to sleep, wracked by thoughts of the 
woman in the attic. The outline of Sarah’s body kept 
flashing before her, and she knew where Wolfram had 
spent the night. 

As dawn approached, Callista made her decision. She 
would not stay in the house with Wolfram and his woman. 
Her agreement with him had not included Sarah Yates. 

Callista dressed quietly to keep from disturbing Wolfram. 
She had little to worry about, for he did not move. The 
alcoho! had done its job well. Callista took Wolfram’s 
wallet from his coat and slipped several bills into her 
bodice. Taking the doeskin shirt, she wrapped it in the 
shawl Wolfram had bought her. She glanced once more 
about the room and then at Wolfram’s sleeping form and 
left the house unobserved. 


Lad 


Chapter 10 


jee leisurely Indian summer had come to an abrupt 
end, and rain poured down in torrents. Callista sat before a 
dying fire, listening to the sizzle of huge raindrops as they 
fell from the chimney into the flames. 

Shivering, she wrapped her arms about her body in an 
effort to ward off the ever-present chill in the delapidated river 
shack, which she rented a few days before from a fisherman. 
At the time she had taken it, Callista had thought she’d 
return to England. She had given up, for now, the search for 
her father. Her only desire was to escape Corbin Wolfram. 

With a sigh, she moved to one of the small windows of 
the shack and watched the murky, rolling waters of the 
Savannah. She would once again make her way to the 
docks today to see if the Mary Ann was ready to set sail. 
The ship had been scheduled to lift anchor the previous 
day, but the weather had prevented the loading of cargo, 
and until that was done, the ship would not leave port. 


174 


CALLISTA 


Callista dreaded the walk to the docks. Though she had 
been careful on each excursion to avoid any of the places 
in which Wolfram might do business, she feared meeting 
him since she had no idea where his office was located. 

It had been five days since her flight from Wolfram’s 
house, and she had done everything in her power not to 
draw attention to herself. She only ventured out to buy 
food and to find out about the ship’s schedule. 

As the rain dwindled to a heavy mist, Callista wrapped 
the thin shawl about her head. Glancing about the small 
room, she hoped it would be the last time she had to return 
to the damp hovel. The roof leaked, and she had to step 
over the puddles to get to the door. Her thin slippers had 
been soaked through since the first day’s rain. The hem of 
her skirt was coated with mud from the dirt floor. 

Callista stepped into the muddy road and was soon 
soaked to the skin by the mist. Her teeth chattered, and she 
rubbed her arms to try to warm them. The. few people 
abroad hurried to finish their business so that they could 
find a dry comfortable place away from the elements. 

This relieved Callista. She knew she’d be less likely to 
meet Wolfram on such a day. He would be warm and 
comfortable with Sarah Yates to serve him. Callista herself 
was warmed by the anger that bubbled from the thought. 

It did not take her long to reach the docks, though it 
seemed like hours as she trudged through the mire, her 
gown dragging about her legs. She sighed with relief as 
she stepped under the shelter to look at the notices posted 
on the rough wooden wall. But the Mary Ann was not to 
sail this day. Disappointment assailed her once again, and 
with her shoulders slumped, she had slowly started back 
toward the shack when a firm hand grasped her arm. 
Callista looked up into Wolfram’s handsome face. Her 
eyes widened, and she paled visibly. 

‘Did you really think you could get away that easily, 
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Callista?’’ he asked casually, leading her into the shipping 
-Office. She did not answer as he seated her near the 
pot-bellied stove. ‘‘I keep my word, though you do not. I 
told you that you would stay with me and I meant it. 
Warm yourself while I get the carriage, and then we shall 
return home. We have much to do before evening. If you 
remember, we are expecting guests for dinner.”’ 

Callista looked up at Wolfram, astonished. ‘‘You can’t 
mean that I am to serve as your hostess this very night?’’ 

‘Yes, that is exactly what I mean, and if you do not act 
accordingly, I will give you a beating that you will long 
remember.’’ As he spoke, Wolfram let the first show of 
anger reflect in his voice. 

Cailista shivered at the look in his eyes and lowered hers 
to hide her fear. ‘‘So be it,’’ she said, her voice controlled 
and without a trace of what she really felt. 

The smile on Wolfram’s lips did not touch his eyes. 
“I’m glad that you agree.’’ 

It was not long before Callista was back in her room, 
Soaking in a hot bath. It felt wonderful, but she would 
rather swallow her tongue than admit it. Sarah had pre- 
pared her bath and laid out the green silk gown. Callista 
had rejected Sarah’s help with her bath and had ordered 
her from the room. She knew she could not do anything 
about Sarah’s presence in the house, but she could refuse 
her services. If Wolfram wanted her, that was his affair. 

Callista had just stepped from the tub when Wolfram 
came into the room and casually seated himself. She glared 
at him but did not say a word. . 

“How long are you going to give me the silent 
treatment?’’ His manner appeared genial, though lightly 
reprimanding and proprietary. 

Callista dried herself with a huge towel and said quietly, 
“IT have nothing to say to you.”’ 

“Ah, but I think you do. You have a great deal of 
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explaining to do, my dear. Did we not have an agreement, 
which you refused to keep?”’ 

Callista ignored him as she dressed. She did not intend 
to give him any answers. She slipped the gown over her 
head and turned her back to Wolfram. ‘‘Would you fasten 
me?”’ 

“You have a maid to do that for you,”’ ‘Wolfram said 
without offering any assistance. 

Callista struggled with the gown by herself, but was 
unable to fasten the tiny buttons. Seeing her dilemma, 
Wolfram repeated, ‘‘Call Sarah, that’s why I hired her.’’ 

Callista glared at Wolfram. ‘‘I will not have her, I 
will not go down to dinner if you do not help me with 
this gown.”’ 

““Callista, 1 don’t know what you have against Sarah, 
but she is here to help you and you will let her. Is that 
understood?”’ 

Callista did not answer as he rang for Sarah. Soon the 
young woman was buttoning her gown and brushing her 
long black hair under Wolfram’s supervision. 

Callista’s blood boiled at Sarah’s touch, but she refused 
to let her anger be seen. She sat silently as Sarah piled her 
hair high upon her head, letting little tendrils fall loose 
about her face. When finished, Callista had to admit that 
Sarah had done her coiffure beautifully. Yet she did not 
deign to give Wolfram the pleasure of seeing her gratitude. 
It was Wolfram who thanked the maid for her work. He 
praised her skill, and Callista watched as Sarah glowed 
with pride. She glanced triumphantly at Callista as if 
saying, ‘‘I’ll win him yet.’’ 

Callista’s amber eyes flickered with pinpoints of yellow 
flames as she stared at Sarah. Sarah smiled and said, “‘Is 
that all, miss?’’ 

“Yes, now get out,’’ Callista ordered and turned her 
back to them. She saw Sarah’s face reflected in the mirror 
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as she made a mock curtsy to her back. ‘‘Good night, sir,”’ 
She said, smiling enticingly at Wolfram. 

“Turn round Callista and face me.” Wolfram’s tone 
held suppressed fury, and Callista quickly obeyed. He 
towered over her as she looked up with wide, frightened 
eyes. Her small mouth was pressed: together to keep her 
lips from trembling. 

Before she could move, Corbin took her face into his 
large -hands. His long fingers tightened on her smooth 
flesh. Callista closed her eyes to keep him from seeing her 
pain. 

‘‘Look at me, Callista,’’? he demanded as he traced her 
lips with his thumb. She did as asked and looked into his 
steel-blue eyes. ‘“‘Why’’ he asked, his voice carefully 
controlled, “‘do you hate Sarah? She has done nothing to 
harm you. I hired her to serve you, but I will not stand by 
and let your ill temper be inflicted upon her. Do you 
understand, Callista? I have had my fill of your bad humor. ’? 

Wolfram’s hand dropped to his side as he looked down 
at Callista. She sat for a moment and gazed at the man in 
front of her. Her fright was slowly receding, and her 
resentment began to resurface. She stood regally before 
him, her proud blood making bright spots of rose on her 
cheeks. Her amber eyes glittered dangerously as she said, 
‘I do not hate her, but I will not have her serving me. She 
is here for your convenience, not mine. Do you really 
think that I am so big a fool, Corbin?’’ 

A puzzled expression wrinkled Corbin’s brow. ‘‘What 
On earth are you talking about? Sarah is here to do your 
bidding, not mine. I have no need of a maid.”’ 

Callista gave a harsh little laugh as she stepped around 
him and picked up her lace Shawl. Slipping it about her 
creamy shoulders, she said, ‘‘I see who she serves. I will 
not have your trollop as my maid.’ 

Wolfram ran long fingers through his dark hair, and a 
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look.of amusement crossed his face. “You are jealous, my 
dear.”’ 

Cold rage swept over Callista, and her hands trembled. 
Before Wolfram could stop her, she slapped him. Angry 
ted welts appeared on his strong jaw as she said, ‘“‘How 
dare you accuse me of being jealous of something as low 
and despicable as you? I am not jealous, but that does not 
mean that I want every tramp in Savannah as my servant.”’ 

Before Corbin could retaliate, Callista swept from the 
room and down the stairs as the first guest arrived. 

“You must be Callista Drummond,”’ the man said. 
‘“We have heard much about you from Captain Wolfram. 
Let me introduce myself. I’m Richard Lombard, Corbin’s 
friend and business partner.’’ 

Callista’s smile had a bit of the devil playing in it as she 
took his outstretched hand. “‘I’m delighted to meet you, 
Mr. Lombard.’’ 

‘The pleasure is mine, dear lady. We are all glad you 
survived such a terrible disaster. It would have been a 
greater tragedy for one so lovely to be lost at sea.”” 

Callista smiled again, her eyes glowing with mischief. 
‘“Thank you for the compliment, sir, but I feel that I am 
most fortunate indeed to be alive.’’ 

Wolfram watched the exchange from the top of the 
Stairs. He saw the appreciative look Richard gave Callista 
as he eyed her low décolletage. He could nearly read the 
man’s thoughts as he smiled down into her amber eyes. 
Running his fingers once more over his cheek, Corbin 
thought, Damn the little flirt. [ll beat the living daylights 
out of her if she doesn’t behave. 

Callista glanced in Corbin’s direction and smiled boldly 
at him as he came down the stairs. ‘J owe my life to 
Captain Wolfram, Mr. Lombard. Were it not for him, I 
would not be here tonight.”’ 

His partner smiled at Corbin. “‘Then | am indebted to 
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him also. For I would not have had the pleasure of your 
company.”’ 

Lowering her lashes demurely, Callista said, ‘‘That is 
kind of you to say.’”’ 

Corbin was still enraged by their confrontation over 
Sarah. Cailista’s sweet little act did nothing to help that 
feeling. His jaw clenched, and his eyes sparkled with 
anger, but was unable to vent his feelings before his guest. 

The other guests arrived, and Callista proceeded to charm 
them as well. Charles Grimes complimented her as Rich- 
ard had done and took her arm as they made their way to 
the small salon. John Ross, however, was the most intri- 
guing to Callista. He had kissed her hand politely but was 
not effusive in his praise. His cool green gaze spoke more 
than superficial praise, however. 

He was a handsome man. Though not as tall as Wolfram, 
he was powertully built. She could nearly see the ripples 
of his muscles under the smooth material of his jacket. His 
dress was immaculate with just the right touch of studied 
casuainess so as not to give the impression of being a 
dandy. He exuded masculine charm, and Callista felt its 
full impact. 

Wolfram noted their exchange and was discomforted. 
Perhaps it had been a mistake to have this business meet- 
ing in his home with Callista present. 

The dinner went well, though Wolfram contributed little 
to the conversation. He drank deeply of the fine wine that 
was served and listened to Callista’s soft laugh as the men 
entertained her. 

John Ross brought up the subject of the gold fields and 
asked, ‘‘Have you made your decision yet, Captain 
Wolfram?’ 

It took a second for Wolfram to realize that he had been 
directly addressed, so intent had he been upon Callista’s 
soft lips as she charmed even him once again. Bringing his 
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mind back from his delicious musings, Wolfram said, 
“*Yes, I’ve decided against it. I have more important 
things to do here.’’ Glancing back to Callista, he smiled 
and then chuckled as he saw the faint blush rise to her 
cheeks. 

‘“‘I’m sorry to hear it. I had hoped you’d be joining me. 
I leave day after tomorrow,’’ John said, aware of Callista’s 
embarrassment. 

Callista lowered her eyes to hide the spark of anger that 
flashed in them. But she had not been quick enough. John 
Ross had seen it and smiled to himself. 

The evening progressed smoothly. Wolfram and his part- 
ners discussed business while John Ross amused Callista 
with tales of his travels. It seemed he was originally from 
England. Wolfram interrupted their conversation. ‘“‘If you 
will excuse us for a few minutes, John, we have some 
papers to discuss in my study.”’ 

John nodded and said, ‘‘By all means.’’ He smiled at 
Callista as the three men left the room. ‘‘Shall we take this 
moment to have some fresh air in the garden?”’ 

Callista took his extended hand and said, ‘‘That sounds 
marvelous.’’ The rain had finally stopped, and the night 
was crisp and clear. Callista wrapped her shawl closer 
about her shoulders as they walked into the chill air. Her gaze 
traveled up to the black velvet sky sprinkled with stars. 
‘They are so beautiful this time of year. It seems they are 
close enough to touch,’’ Callista said softly. 

John slipped his arm about her small waist and pulled 
her close as he looked down into her eyes shimmering 
golden in the moonlight. ‘‘Not so beautiful as the one I 
hold.”’ 

Callista placed a restraining hand on his chest and glanced 
away from his intense gaze, trying to find safer conversation. 
‘‘So you are going to the gold fields. Do you plan to dig 
for gold?”’ 
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John relaxed his hold on Callista and smiled. ‘‘No, I’m 
just going to see what it is all about. I had thought it would 
be interesting, but after tonight I don’t think any gold 
could compare with that of your eyes.”’ 

Callista smiled at his compliment and said with deep 
feeling, ‘‘Someday I plan to go to the gold fields.’’ 

‘‘Do you want to dig for gold?’’ John asked, teasing. 

‘“No. I want to search for my father. I feel sure he’s in 
the States, but I’m uncertain of where he is. I know only 
that he’s at some sort of excavation—perhaps a mine.”’ 
Callista stopped talking and bit her lower lip as she real- 
ized how foolish she sounded. Yet John did not seem to 
notice. 

‘Then why don’t you go?”’ 

Callista turned away from him. “I can’t leave here for 
six months.’’ Her tone was dull as she spoke, and John 
came to stand behind her. 

‘And why not, may I ask?”’ 

‘I have given my word that I shall stay.’ 

John’s arms. encircled Callista, and he whispered close 
to her ear, ‘‘Why not come with me if you want to leave 
here?’’ 

Callista turned to face him, then studied his face for a 
moment. A tremor of excitement coursed through her veins. 
She could be free of Wolfram, she realized. She had 
known John for just a few hours, but she felt she knew 
him better than Wolfram. They never talked as she and 
John had talked. And she trusted John in a way she’d 
never trusted Wolfram. 

Callista’s feelings were clear in her eyes. Then the 
excitement died, and she looked solemnly at John. ‘‘I’l go 
with you on one condition.’’ 

John leaned close once more, and as he smelled the 
freshness of her hair, he murmured, ‘‘And what is that??? 

‘‘On the condition that you know I am my own person 
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and not someone you can order about. I’ll be free to leave 
should I decide to do so.”’ 

John laughed. ‘‘I thought you would ask the impossible. 

Yes, I agree to your stipulation.”’ 
' John and Callista made their plans and concluded the 
bargain with a kiss. It was in this compromising situation 
that Wolfram found them. ‘‘I see you are enjoying my 
hospitality to the fullest, Ross.”’ 

John cleared his throat and said coolly, ‘‘Mistress Drum- 
mond and I were enjoying your beautiful garden.’’ 

‘’¥es,’’ Wolfram reiterated with barely controlled rage, 
““T see that you were. Callista, Richard and Charles were 
leaving and would like to make their farewells.’’ 

Callista held her head high as she swept past Wolfram. 
Ross followed and bid them both goodnight. __ 

As the door closed behind the guests, Callista ran to her 
room. She slammed the door and locked it, knowing Wol- 
fram would shortly follow. 

‘‘Open the damn door, Callista, or I’ll break it down,”’ 
Wolfram shouted, just as she had expected. 

"Go away! Sleep with your maid!’’ she said in reply to 
his roar. 

A loud crash shook the room as the latch splintered from 
the frame. The door swung open, and Wolfram stood with 
both hands on his hips, his eyes narrowed. 

Callista backed behind the chaise longue as Wolfram 
advanced into the room. His eyes glittered like blue ice, 
and a cruel smile touched his lips. ‘‘I always keep my 
word, Callista.’’ 

Tiny fingers of fear traced a path up her spine as Wol- 
fram came near, but Callista raised her chin and squared 
her shoulders. ‘‘Get out of my room,’’ she said. 

Wolfram laughed as he stood before her. ‘‘Ah, my little 
hellion, did you forget? This is my room and I prefer to 
sleep in it.’’ 
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‘Then bring your trollop here, and I shall sleep in the 
attic.”’ 

“And I also prefer that you sleep here. When I want the 
maid, I shail bring her to my bed, but not before. Now 
come and kiss me as sweetly as you did Ross.”’ 

‘No! I had rather kiss a serpent.’’ 

With the speed of a striking snake, Wolfram reached out 
and jerked Callista to him. She struggled to free herself 
from his brutal hold, but with no success. He held her 
pinioned to his hard body with one hand while he ran his 
fingers through her thick ebony hair. The pins fell free of 
it, and the blue-black mass cascaded about her creamy 
shoulders. 

‘‘Now give me what you so freely bestowed upon Ross,’’ 
Wolfram said as he forced her mouth to his. Callista 
Strained away, but the pressure of his large hand at the 
back of her head held her to him. He kissed her savagely, 
devouring her tender lips with his own. 

Futilely, she beat at his chest, but his kiss deepened, 
Sapping her strength, the very will to resist. Callista felt 
her knees give way as Wolfram abruptly released her, and 
she collapsed at his feet. 

The green silk gown flared about her on the floor as 
Callista lay trying to regain her strength. She reminded 
Corbin of an exotic flower whose petals were unfolding to 
reveal its magnificent heart, yet he did not let her beauty 
cool his rage. ‘‘That’s how I like my women—groveling at 
my feet.’’ 

Callista stared with hatred at Corbin as she gulped in 
huge breaths of air. Her firm round breasts heaved with 
exertion, and their motion caused them to slip. from the 
tight confines of the bodice. Her small rose-colored nip- 
ples pressed invitingly against the transparent lace of her 
décolleté. 

Corbin felt the heat begin to flow through his loins as he 
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gazed down at her, and he slowly began to undress. He 
smiled as he removed the soft blue velvet jacket, laid it 
across the back of a chair, and then unfastened the lace 
cravat about his throat. He loosened the white silk shirt to 
the waist, exposing his powerful chest. 

Callista scrambled to her feet and tried to dash around 
‘Wolfram, but she was not quick enough. Wolfram’s hand 
flashed out and caught the green gown at the neck and 
ripped it down the back. The front fell free, and Callista 
was bare to the waist. She quickly crossed her arms over 
her breasts and backed away from Wolfram. : 

He advanced on her with the easy grace of the panther. 
His sinewy muscles bulged under the thin silk as he reached 
out and ripped the remains of the gown from Callista. 

Corbin smiled as he gazed hungrily at her naked body. 
His manhood throbbed to be released from its tight binding 
within the black silk britches. As he began to unfasten his 
belt, Callista said, ‘‘Don’t you dare come near me. Go and 
release your lust upon your maid. She’s more than willing 
to have you.”’ 

‘‘But it’s not Sarah that I desire, Callista. It’s you that I 
want and intend to have. You can either come to me 
willingly or I shall force you. It’s your decision,’’ Wol- 
fram said as he slipped off his britches. 

Callista closed her eyes at the sight of him. He would 
overpower her and take what he wanted in any case. It 
would do her less damage to submit. At least it will be the 
last time, she thought. Tomorrow I will leave this prison. 

Wolfram watched Callista’s face as resolution spread 
over it, and he smiled to himself. He lifted her into his 
arms and carried her to the big four-poster bed. Placing her 
gently on the soft down mattress, he lay down beside her. 

Callista lay stiffly next to Wolfram. She was determined 
she would show no passion as he took her. She had been 
too vunerable to her body’s desires in the past. 
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As his lips sought hers, Callista refused to respond. 
After a moment Wolfram realized what she meant to do. 
He drew back and smiled wickedly down at her. Ah, my 
beauty, two can play at that game, he thought. He’d teach 
the vixen a lesson. 

Wolfram lightly caressed the soft curves of her body as 
he began to kiss the silky flesh beneath her ear. He nibbled 
the white column of her slender neck and then lowered his 
head to capture the hardened nipple of her breast. He 
suckled it like a babe as he let his fingers roam over her 
flat belly to her Venus mound. Slowly he caressed her 
until his long tapered fingers found their way to the soft, 
moist flesh beneath. 

Wolfram felt Callista’s response and smiled to himself. 
He caressed her silken thighs and then gently teased her 
until her legs parted of their own accord. Still he continued to 
titillate her with soft strokes against her passage of love. 

Callista moaned and pressed against his hard body. He 
watched her face as her desire began to take control of her. 
_ Her eyes had become soft liquid pools, and the lips that 

she had held so tightly a few minutes earlier were now soft 
and moist as her tongue lightly touched them. 

It was Cailista who sought his lips, but Wolfram did not 
respond in kind to her passion. Her body had once again 
overruled her mind and now burned for the release that 
only he could give. Yet he refused. She was startled to 
find no response and gazed into Wolfram’s mocking blue 
eyes. He smiled at her and said, ‘‘Good night, my dear.’’ 
Wolfram got out of bed and gathered his clothes. He 
bowed to Callista as he said, ‘‘Now I shall need my maid 
to help with my clothing.’’ He laughed at the expression 
on her face and left the room. 

Callista sat up in bed, dumbfounded by the turn of 
events. He had turned the tables on her. She knew she 
should be glad of the reprieve, but she felt no happiness. 
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She ached with longing,-and her emotions were in turmoil. 
Her nerves were stretched to the breaking point. 

Blowing out the bedside candle, Callista hoped the dark- 
ness would relieve some of her tension. When it didn’t, 
she snuggled down into the softness of the mattress and 
closed her eyes, trying in vain to oo out thoughts of 
Wolfram with Sarah Yates. 

Angry with herself, she spoke to the darkness. ‘*What’s 
wrong with me? Why should I care? I’m leaving here 
tomorrow. He can have Sarah Yates for all I care.”’ 

The tiny pain that tightened in her chest belied her 
words. Forcing the dull ache from. her heart, Callista’s 
stubborn Scottish blood once more surfaced over her pas- 
sionate gypsy heritage. ‘‘No, I don’t care,’’ she said. 
But her voice had a false ring in the darkness. 
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S stagecoach jolted over the rough dirt road toward 
Milledgeville, Georgia’s captal since the year of 1804. 

Callista felt tired and dirty as she gazed out the window 
at the sagebrush and tall pines that covered the softly 
rolling landscape. From time to time different varieties of 
trees could be seen with their foliage beginning to change 
from the deep green of summer to the bright colors of fall. 
Occasionally a bright flash of yellow or blue would catch 
Callista’s eye as the wild flowers of autumn put forth the 
last brilliant blossoms before winter settled. 

The coach was pulled by four horses that were changed 
at waystations every ten miles. Its rumbling noise brought 
fabbits scurrying into the thick underbrush and flushed 
coveys of quail from their hiding places in the brown 
grass. Callista caught fleeting glimpses of deer as they fled 
deeper into the forest. 

Watching this new scenery, so different from her 
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homeland, helped relieve the boredom of the coach ride 
from Savannah. It was a fascinating new land. 

Callista glanced at her traveling companion and smiled 
when she saw that he was watching her instead of the 
landscape. His bright green eyes seemed to probe deeply 
as if looking for something he was yet to find. He was a 
mystery to Callista. She had found him watching her 
intently several times during the past days. She could not: 
complain for he remained a gentleman in all ways. There 
had been nothing more than a good-night kiss from him, 
and it was a relief to be treated in such a way after her 
experience with Wolfram. She didn’t think that she would 
be able to cope with another man such as he. If she gave 
herself to another man, she thought, it would be to their 
mutual satisfaction. But it would be a long time before she 
accepted anyone else. Wolfram’s presence was still too 
strong in her memory. 

John returned her smile and said, ‘‘We’ll be in Milledge- 
vilie in a short while.”’ 

Callista glanced once more out of the window. ‘‘Good. 
I feel that I’m just one huge bruise. I hope we can find an 
inn where I might also have a bath.”’ 

John chuckled. ‘‘I think that might be possible to arrange. 
But I suggest you enjoy it, for it might be the last real bath 
for a while.”’ 

Callista’s arched brow rose slightly in question to his 
statement, and John continued, ‘‘We leave tomorrow for a 
settlement farther north. It is located on the Chattahoochee 
River in Cherokee territory.”’ 

‘“Will we be near the gold fields there?’’ Callista asked. 

‘‘?’m afraid not. I’m told that it is about another hun- 
dred miles to the north. A guide will be waiting for us at 
the inn. He has already gathered our supplies for the 
journey, but at the time I hired him, I didn’t know that I 
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would have such a lovely companion. We will have to get 
you fitted out for the trip.”’ 

A loud ‘‘ahem’’ drew Callista’s attention to the opposite 
seat, where a short, red-faced man sat. ‘‘Excuse me, but 
did I hear you say that you were going to the gold fields?’’ 

John stared coolly at the stocky man. ‘‘Yes, that is our 
plan.’’ The intensity of John’s gaze caused the short man’s 
already pink complexion to turn a deep red. 

‘‘Ahem,’’ he said again, as his fingers fumbled with the 
lace on his not-too-clean cravat. ‘‘Well, sir, 1 am going 
there too. I’m taking mining equipment up there from 
Baltimore. And since we are going to the same place, I 
_wonder if I might be able to travel with you? You did say 
you had a guide?”’ 

‘I’m sorry, but that will be impossible,’’ John said 
coldly and turned his gaze once more to the landscape. 
The little man stared dumbly at him and then looked at 
Callista who quickly turned her head. He shifted nervously 
in his seat but did not speak again. 

As the coach rumbled into the town of Milledgeville, 
Callista gazed at the buildings, which were made of rough, 
unpainted planking. The town was still in its infancy, 
having been settled a mere twenty years earlier. 

As they neared the center of town, the buildings im- 
proved and Callista saw many beautiful homes with lovely 
gardens. It wasn’t like Savannah, but it did seem to be a 
busy town. Since it had been made the capital, Milledgeville 
was the center of the coach lines from all major points in 
the state. It was growing swiftly because of its connection 
by canal with the Oconee River, which was making it an 
important distribution center for the north and Europe. 

Callista sighed with relief as the coach stopped in front 
of a comfortable looking inn. The short man quickly stepped 
down, and John followed, then turned to help Callista. He 
placed his hands about her tiny waist and swung her easily 
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to the ground. As they turned to enter the inn, the mining 
merchant stepped forward once more. ‘‘Ahem, sir. Would 
you reconsider your decision?”’ 

‘‘No.’’ John said bluntly. ‘‘Now if you will excuse us.”’ 
As John turned from the man, he quickly reached out and 
grasped John’s arm. Perspiration ran down the man’s red 
face in huge rivulets, and his eyes were wild with anger as 
he stuttered, ‘“You high faluting English bastard. Pll not 
beg you. But I won’t be treated as if I was dirt either. Do 
you hear? Do you hear?’’ He was shouting by the time he 
finished his statement and jumping from one foot to the 
other in rage. 

The commotion drew a small, curious crowd of spectators. 
John glanced disdainfully at the assembled ~group but did 
not speak. He lifted the man’s hand from his arm and 
turned once more to the door of the inn. The man slashed 
out with his walking cane and struck John on the shoulder. 
John turned on the man with a cold, deliberate fury. He 
snatched the cane from his hand and began beating the 
short man about the: head and shoulders, striking each 
blow where it did the most damage. 

Callista watched as the man fell to the ground. The 
expression that crossed John’s face sent a chill through 
- her. He was enjoying the moment. A slight smile played 
on his lips as he raised the cane for the final blow. Callista 
screamed in horror and threw herself against him. “‘No, 
you mustn’t kill him.”’ 

John dropped the cane as if it were of no consequence 
and encircled Callista with his arms, his voice was full of 
concern as he said, ‘‘I’ve upset you. Let us go in so that 
you may rest.”’ . 

Callista tried to sound calm as she spoke, but the effort 
failed. ‘“Yes, please let’s go to our rooms,’’ she stammered. 

The easy manner he now displayed was hard for Callista 
to understand. She could not forget the scene only minutes 
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before as they made their way up the stairs to her room. 
Yet what could she say? She was his companion, not his 
guardian. Callista stayed John at her door before he could 
enter. ‘‘] think I will rest for a while. I am tired.” 

She could see the question in his eyes as he kissed her 
lightly and then left her alone. Callista leaned against the 
closed door. She could not forget John’s expression as he had 
beaten the man. Would he be as volatile toward her if she 
angered him? Had she switched one abuser for another? 
Yet there was a difference—she had never seen pleasure in 
Wolfram’s eyes when he’d struck her. 

As the day progressed, her apprehensions about John 
receded into a dim memory. He was his usual courteous 
self that evening at dinner, and Callista wondered if she 
had imagined the look-on his face earlier in the afternoon. 
Perhaps her fatigue from the journey had made her imagi- 
nation play tricks on her. 

John introduced Callista to their guide, a huge Scotsman 
with the burr of the highlands still in his speech. His hair 
was a rusty red and his beard a mixture of gold and gray. 
His skin was rough and reddened from €xposure to the 
weather, but his blue eyes were his most interesting feature. 
They were pale blue like the sky on a hot summer’s day, and 
they twinkled with merriment when he looked at Callista. 

His large body was clothed in buckskin, and he moved 
with an easy grace as he settled himself into a straight- 
backed chair. ‘‘I can see the dass is Scottish but not by her 
looks. It is an unusual combination for one from our bonny 
shores.”’ 

John smiled at the man. ‘‘I agree with you, Jim. But 
that isn’t the reason I invited you here. Did you get my 
message?”’ 

‘«Aye, and I have everything in readiness. If you got all 
you'll be needing, we'll leave at first light.’’ 

Callista avidly listened to the men discuss their coming 
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journey. She grew slightly apprehensive as Jim explained 
the dangers that lay ahead. Seeing her expression, he 
quickly assured them that he would not let anything happen. 
Most of the Indians were peaceable, though white men 
kept encroaching on their land, especially since gold had 
been found. His keen eyes gazed intently at Callista as he 
asked, ‘‘Now, lass, are you sure you want to go to the 
gold fields? It will be rough traveling.’’ 

Callista smiled up at the Scotsman. “‘Yes, I’m sure.’” 

John slipped his arm about Callista’s shoulders. ‘“Then 
all is settled. We leave at dawn.”’ 

Jim McLeod said his goodnights after finishing several 
_ large tankards of ale. John and Callista watched the guide 
as he walked from the room with his back straight and his 
long rifle by his side. 

‘It is said that Jim is one of the best guides to be found 
in this section of the country.” 

An impish smile played over Callista’s face as she said, 
‘I hope you’re right. I would hate to find out differently 
once we are on our way.”’ 

‘Don’t worry, my dear. I shall protect you from harm. 
There is little cause even to have a guide now that the 
Cherokee territories are opening up and white men are 
moving into the area.”’ 

He saw the question spring into Callista’s amber eyes 
and continued, ‘‘The only reason for my acquiring McLeod’s 
services is that I am a stranger to this country and know 
little about it. Now I think it is time to retire, for we have 
a long day ahead of us.”’ 


When Callista awoke the next morning, she stretched 
lazily and smiled as she sat up. It was not yet dawn, but 
her spirits were already high. She felt refreshed and anx- 
ious to be traveling. Everything looked brighter to Callista 
as she put her feet on the bare floor. She quickly washed 
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in the bowl of water, which had been left the previous 
night, and dressed in the warm riding habit John had given 
her the evening before. She slipped the soft leather boots 
on her feet and stood surveying her appearance in the 
mirror on the bureau. John had chosen a forest-green 
velvet habit, and it enhanced her own coloring, making 
her eyes appear a soft gold. Her skin seemed to be made of 
pale ivory, her ebony hair a-brilliant contrast. Satisfied 
with her appearance, Callista descended the stairs to find 
John already enjoying his breakfast. 

Soon after, Callista, John, and Jim McLeod were riding out 
of Georgia’s capital. The morning was chilly, but Callista 
was enjoying the ride. It was the first time in over a year 
that she had sat on a horse. It took her a few minutes to 
adjust to the gelding’s pace, but Jim had chosen their 
mounts well. They were spirited but reliable animals. 

As the hours passed, they traveled by plantations, their 
large fields of cotton now bare of the white-blossomed 
harvest. Callista marveled at the beauty of the land. It 
gradually began to change as they rode north. By sunset 
Callista was exhausted and ready for the warm blanket that 
was spread by the cheerful fire. 

She did not feel the hard earth beneath her nor hear the 
night creatures as darkness settled over the land. Callista 
was asleep almost as soon as her head was placed on her 
saddle. 

After what seemed like minutes, she was roused by a 
voice saying, ‘‘Awake, lass, and have your breakfast. It 
will be another long day with many more to come.”’ 

Callista smiled in natural response to the warmth the 
huge Scotsman exuded. She tried to get up but fell back on 
the blanket, her sore muscles refusing to move. Finally she 
managed to ease herself onto her feet, and a grimace of 
pain crossed her face, ‘‘I believe I’m nothing but one big 
ache, Jim.”’ 
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Jim roared with laughter at her dilemma, ‘‘Aye, lass, 
didna’ I tell you the traveling would be rough. You've got 
to move or you will stiffen up.’’ He laughed again as 
Callista took her first step and frowned. 

Cocking her head to the side, Callista eyed Jim. ‘Now, 
Jim McLeod, don’t ya be a laughing at a poor Scottish lass 
like that. Canna see that she is in pain?’’ she said, bringing 
the brogue of her homeland into play, ‘“Tis cruel ye be, 
Jim McLeod.”’ 

Jim roared his pleasure at hearing a small part of his 
beloved Scotland in the lass’s voice and slapped his leg 
with his large palm. ‘‘Ye be a fine lass, though ye not have 
the look-of the highlands.”’ 

Callista placed her hands on her waist and stretched. 
She stood with legs apart and body arched as she tried to 
ease the tightness of her muscles. Shaking her hair about 
her shoulders, she said, ‘‘Aye, Jim, ] have the look of me 
gypsy mother. Tis true, though, that my father was from 
Scotland and that was where I was bred. Have you been 
away from Scotland long, Jim?”’ 

‘Aye, lass. Now on to twenty years it’s been since | 
seen me homeland.’’ A sadness crept into Jim’s voice as 
he spoke, and Callista looked at him inquiringly, but he 
did not elaborate. 

Jim did not tell her that the reason he had fled his 
homeland was to escape the king’s revenuers. He had 
smuggled goods into the country as many others had dur- 
ing the war with France. Several of his friends had lost 
their lives on the gibbet, as he would have had he not 
accidentally been missed by the revenuers when they 
swarmed onto the beach while the smugglers unloaded 
their goods. He had watched as his friends were clubbed 
and chained and thrown onto their own pack mules. From 
there they had been sent to Edinburgh where they were 
tried and hanged. There had been no warrant for Jim, but 
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he did not want to take any chances. He made his way to 
the nearest port of call and.signed on a ship sailing for the. 
States. He had jumped ship in Savannah and made his home 
in the wilds of Georgia where he’d gained a reputation as 
one of the best guides in the state. 

Jim gazed up at the tall pines as if seeing a different 
land. A look of longing came into his eyes as he spoke. 
“You know, I still miss the highlands, lass. I yearn to see 
the fog lingering over the lochs and the mists clinging to 
the mountains.’’ Shaking his head to dispel the image, Jim 
said, ‘‘But no matter. This land is my home now. I know 
it as well as Scotland.”’ 

“IT know how you feel, Jim, for I long to see my 
Tantallon,’’ Callista said, moving her arms in an attempt 
to rid them of their soreness. 

“Why did you leave it, lass?’’ 

“It was not by choice, Jim. My relatives decided that I 
should marry and took me to London.’’ Now it was her 
turn to sound sad. 

- Jim glanced at John as he saddled his horse and asked, 
“‘Are ye happy in the marriage?’’ - 

Callista’s eyes widened in surprise at the question. She 
had not realized he thought her married to John until that 
moment. Her cheeks brightened with the blush that spread 
over them. Lowering her eyes, she said, “‘I didn’t go 
through with it. I ran away and hired on a ship as a cabin 
boy before I realized the ship was bound for the States, not 
Scotland.”’ 

Jim’s cheeks had now become a deeper red. ‘‘I’m sorry, 
lass, that my curiosity has made me pry into your personal 
affairs.”’ 

Trying to soothe his discomfort, Callista placed a reas- 
suring hand on Jim’s arm. “‘You didn’t mean to pry, Jim, 
but it’s not what you think. John has been kind to me but 
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has always been a gentleman. He was a friend when I 
desperately needed one.”’ 

Jim moved awkwardly from one foot to the other. 
‘‘Forgive me, lass. I do have a loose tongue.’’ 

Callista’s bright laugh drew John’s attention. ‘‘I’m glad 
to see you’re able to laugh after yesterday’s ride,’” he said. 

‘It’s not easy to do, I agree, but it’s better to laugh than 


ery.” 

‘Aye, lass, you’re right there. Keep that in mind when 
you’re back in the saddle,”’ Jim teased. 

John joined them by the fire as Jim cooked their breakfast. 
‘‘How many more days till we reach Cherokee territory, 
Jim?”’ 

“T’d say about four, and then it will be another day 
before we reach the Chattahoochee River. It might be- 
sooner because we made good time yesterday, but the land 
starts getting rougher the farther north we go. After the 
river it’s all up hill. We’ll be heading into the mountains,’ 
Jim said as he poured Callista a steaming cup of coffee. 

The thought of remounting her horse was agony in 
itself. As she listened to the men, Callista wondered how 
she would survive. Sipping the strong, bitter brew, Callista 
knew she would suffer in silence. 

After several painful hours in the saddle, Callista’s mus- 
cles began to relax, and she once more enjoyed the ride. 
The scenery gradually changed, and the colors of autumn 
were more visible with the variety of trees. The golds of 
the poplar and the orange and yellow of the oak mixed 
beautifully with the red of the dogwood and the maple. 
She forgot her previous discomfort as the beauty sur- 
rounded her. She inhaled the crisp fall air and laughed 
with the pleasure of being alive. Callista’s exuberance 
made the two men smile as they rode companionably 
through the countryside. 

Their days passed without mishap. They did not see any 
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Indians, but the wild life of the region was plentiful. They 
watched squirrels scamper about in the trees and chatter 
when they saw the intruders. The blue jays and the crows 
also warned the other animals of their whereabouts as they 
passed beneath the towering pines. Callista saw opossums 
asleep in the trees and masked raccoons fishing in the 
smali streams. She was amazed at the fauna that lived in 
this land. 

The farther they traveled away from civilization, the 
closer Callista felt to Brave Fox. She could understand 
why he refused to be pushed from this land and its 
magnificence. Her gypsy heritage sang within her as she 
rode her black steed through the forest. 

On the morming they reached the settlement on the 
Chattahoochee River, John watched the beautiful young 
woman who rode ahead of him. He was astounded by the 
vitality she possessed. The rigors of the trail seemed to 
make her more vivacious with each mile. She rode the 
black gelding as if she and the animal were one. She held 
her back straight, and the movement of the horse caused 
her pert young breasts to sway gently beneath the silk 
blouse. The skirt of the habit revealed her small feet 
encased in the black leather boots. The sight made John 
feel the heat begin in his loins, and he quickly looked 
away. He had been circumspect since Savannah and knew 
he could not remain so much longer. Glancing once more 
at Callista’s trim figure, John wondered if she would 
accept him. 

Too much depended on their relationship for him to take 
her against her will. A factor he had not counted on had 
also been added—Jim McLeod. The two had become fast 
friends, and the guide was as protective toward Callista as 
if he were her father. 

John put aside his thoughts as Jim pulled his mount to a 
halt. They were now on a small ridge overlooking the 
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settlement, which consisted of a few log cabins and a 
rough-plank store. 

‘‘We can sleep in bed tonight, lass,’ Jim said as he 
gazed down at the settlement. 

‘Is there an inn nearby?’’ Callista asked when she saw 
no sign of one. 

Jim shook his head. ‘‘Nay, lass, we will be put up by 
one of the families. That’s the custom. People help each 
other survive in the wilderness, lass.”’ 

They rode single file into the community and were 
greeted with a friendly hello by the storekeeper. Jim knew 
the man and quickly explained their needs. A warm smile 
brightened the man’s face, and he said, ‘‘Sure, Jim, 
Homer Decker has room for the lady, and I think Luke Smith 
can put you two gentlemen up for the night.”’ 

‘‘Many thanks, my friend. I’m sure the lass will appreciate 
being able to lay her head on a pillow for a change,’ Jim said 
as he dismounted. 

‘‘Where you headed, Jim?’ the storekeeper asked as he 
leaned against the wooden pillar of the porch. 

‘*To the gold fields up north,’’ Jim answered and helped 
Callista from the saddle. 

‘*So you’re bound for Nuckollsville. There’s been a 
heap of folks headed that a way,’’ the storekeeper said and 
let loose a stream of tobacco juice. 

John’s expression was puzzled. ‘‘Nuckollsville? J thought 
we were going to Auraria.” 

The storekeeper laughed. ‘“That be so I reckon, but it 
was called Nuckollsville, after the tavern owner, first, Not 
until recently did it become Auraria. The vice president 
named it some name or the other, I think Aureola, but the 
miners like Auraria better.’’ 

Jim joined the storekeeper in his mirth and laughed as 
he said, ‘‘Aye, it be Nuckollsville even now on a Saturday 
night when the fists start flying over a game of chuck-luck.’’ 
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‘*You’re right there, Jim, but enough about Nuckollsville. 
I think I should take the lady to Homer’s so she can rest 
and meet his missus.”’ 

The storekeeper’s tap had no more than sounded on the 
Decker’s door when it swung open to reveal a large middle- 
aged woman. She had happy gray eyes and soft brown hair 
sprinkled with gray. Her wrinkled face showed the hard 
life she had lived, yet as she smiled at the strangers, 
Callista knew that she was kindhearted. “‘Well, Sam, 
have you brought me some company? Come in, come in,”’ 
she said as she stepped aside. 

Callista’s glance traveled over the cabin with its wooden 
floors and large fireplace, which seemed to be the center 
of all activity in the household. It was a plain log cabin, 
yet Myrtle had added bright flashes of color with her 
braided rugs and handmade quilts. 

Jim made the introductions and asked if Callista could 
stay the night. Myrtle beamed. It had been a long while 
since she had had a chance to talk with someone of her 
own sex who had recently been to Milledgeville. She and 
the other women of the settlement were accustomed to 
having only men travelers as their overnight guests, so that 
Callista in her stylish riding habit brought a touch of 
genteel femininity to a woman starved for news of the 
outside world. 

‘‘Yes, by all means, Jim. She is welcome. Myrtle ex- 
tended her work-roughened hand to Callista. ‘‘I’m pleased 
that you’ll be staying with us, mistress.”’ 

Myrtle, a bit shy, colored as Callista took her hand and 
said, ‘‘Thank you, Myrtle. I’m pleased to be here. Your 
home is lovely.”’ 

The woman’s fingers fidgeted with the large calico apron 
as she glowed with pleasure. ‘Thank you, mistress. Now 
won’t you have a sit? I know you must be plum tuckered 
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out after your ride. T’11 make us some coffee, and we can 
have a chat.’’ 

Callista settled herself in a large rocker in front of the 
fire and watched as Myrtle’s large capable hands lifted the 
pot of spring water. The sight reminded Callista of her 
need for a bath. ‘‘Myrtle, is there a place where I might 
bathe? The ride has made me feel like a huge bag of dirt,”’ 
she laughed. 

‘‘We don’t have a regular bath tub. We just go down to 
the spring and bathe. I’ll show you the way if you'd like to 
go.’’ Myrtle settled herself in the chair opposite Callista 
and picked up a bowl of huge red apples and began to peel 
them for a pie for their supper. “‘It will be cold, but you'll 
be clean.”’ 

The door swung open, and two young boys burst into 
the room. They came to a rapid halt as they spied Callista. 
Warily eyeing her, they sidled toward their mother’s large 
figure. 

‘““Come here, Jed and Ray, and meet Mistress Drummond. 
She’s to be our guest for the night, and I want you two to 
mind your manners.”’ 

The small boys peeped from behind Myrtle and tenta- 
tively smiled. Callista returned their gesture, and as if a 
barrier had been lowered, they merged on her, shooting 
questions at her one after another. She answered each, and 
soon they were settled at her feet as they listened to her 
talk of Milledgeville and Savannah. 

Before long the women of the settlement began to drift 
by for a casual chat; in this manner Callista spent her 
afternoon. 

It was late before Callista remembered her bath and 
mentioned it to Myrtle, who was busy with their evening 
meal, her hands now covered with flour. 

‘I’m sorry that I forgot, mistress, but it’s been such a 


201 


Cordia Byers 


pleasure to have someone to talk with. All the ladies have 
enjoyed it so much.”’ 

‘I’ve enjoyed it also, but I was so hoping for a bath. 
Callista said as she glanced longingly out the window. 

‘‘Well, if you don’t mind the chill, mistress, I'll take 
you down to the spring, but I won’t be able to stay with 
you, for I have to get supper ready. Is that all right with 
you?”’ 

‘‘That’s perfectly all right, Myrtle, and 1 won’t mind the 
chill. It will be refreshing.’’ 

As Myrtle led Callista down the narrow path to the 
spring, the two women did not see John mane beneath a 
large oak on a grassy knoll. 

John had been thinking of Callista since eaaly in the 
afternoon. He’d had all the conversation he could take 
about the gold found in Auraria. His mind was too filled 
with the beautiful woman who now entered the woods with 
another woman. 

When Myrtle emerged alone, John’s curiosity was 
aroused, and he quietly followed the path the two women 
had taken. He heard the splash of water and slipped through 
the woods until he saw the clearing. There, in crystal-clear 
water that bubbled from beneath a large outcropping of 
granite, Callista lathered her supple body. 

The icy water revived her tired body, and she savored 
the feel of her clean skin, which now glowed pink. 

The sensation of being watched spread over her, and 
Callista scanned the bank of the stream. Seeing no one, 
she brushed aside the discomfort and continued her bath. 
She soaked for a long while, then washed her raven hair 
until it squeaked with cleanness. As she stepped from the 
stream, Callista’s body glistened with droplets of water in 
the late afternoon sun. Her heavy black hair clung damply 
to her as she dried with a large rough towel. 
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Intent upon the task, Callista was startled when she 
heard John’s voice. ‘‘You’re beautiful, Callista.’’ 

Grasping the towel firmly about her body, Callista felt 
uncomfortable under his close scrutiny. ‘“‘John, you fright- 
ened me. Did you come to bathe?’ 

‘“‘No,”’ he said, his eyes stripping the towel from her. 
‘I came looking for you. It’s not safe for you to be in the 
forest alone.”’ 

‘““Of course you’re right, John. If you'll turn your back, 
I'll dress and we can go back to the settlement.”’ 

‘‘Callista, you’re beautiful without your clothes. I am a 
connoisseur of such beauty. Don’t be embarrassed because 
I look at you.”’ 

Callista lowered her eyes and tried to find words to deny 
what he’d said, but before she could speak, John took her 
into his arms. ‘‘Look at me, Callista.”’ 

She obeyed, and as she gazed into the depths of his 
eyes, he said, “‘I want you, my darling Callista. Please 
don’t push me away. I need you.” 

No man had ever spoken to her in this way, and Callista 
was held -by his plea and the gentle persuasion of his lips 
caressing hers. His tongue explored her mouth as his 
fingers tugged away the towel. Callista wanted to respond 
to him, for he’d been so good to her. But his touch in no 
way elicited the excitement she’d felt in Wolfram’s arms. 
With that thought, a new surge of anger erupted toward 
Wolfram, and she let the towel drop to the moss-covered 
ground. 

Callista put her arms about John and kissed him in 
return, all the while pressing her body against his muscular 
form. She would give herself to this man and wipe Corbin’s 
memory forever from her mind. 
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hee magnificence that lay before Callista, from the bot- 
tom of the cliffs to the horizon, defied description. It made 
her feel as though the angels had taken God’s palette and 
transformed the forest into a majestic canvas of brilliant 
colors. In the distance were the mountains, awesome and 
deep blue, their noble summits seemingly shrouded in a 
smoky haze. The chilly wind whipped Callista’s cape about 
her as her black mount nibbled the last of the green grass. 
She savored the sight before her and drew in deep breaths 
of the crisp, clean air. 

It had been a week since they had departed from the 
small community on the Chattahoochee. The residents had 
bid them a warm farewell, and Myrtle had made them 
fresh bread to carry on their journey. The three had crossed 
the Chattahoochee River by raft, and during the crisp fall 
days that followed they rode through the mountains of the 
Cherokee territory to their destination. 
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‘Are you ready, lass?’’ Jim asked as he reined in his 
mount next to Callista’s. ‘‘Mr. Ross is in a hurry to reach 
Auraria before nightfall.’’ 

Callista’s reverie was broken, and she glanced at Jim 
and spread her arms toward the horizon. ‘‘Isn’t it lovely, 
Jim?”’ 

‘Aye, lass,’ Jim said as his eyes scanned the beauty 
that lay before them. ‘‘That it is. Nearly as lovely as the 
glens of Scotland.’’ 

‘‘If Scotland were not my home, I believe I could love 
this land as well.”’ 

A perplexed expression crossed Callista’s lovely face as 
her eyes searched the woods behind them, ‘“Where’s John?”’ 

‘‘He rode ahead. It’s not but a few miles farther to 
Auraria,”’ Jim said as he turned his mount in the direction in 
which John had traveled. 

Glancing once more at the blue mountains, Callista said, 
‘Good, I will enjoy sleeping in a bed tonight. Mrs. Decker’s 
hospitality was wonderful, but her bed left something to be 
desired. I do hope we find suitable lodgings.”’ 

Jim laughed. ‘‘It may also leave a little to be desired, 
lass, but it will be the best there is. Mr. Ross will see to 
that.’ He kicked his horse and was off leaving Callista 
slightly flustered. 

Callista knew that her relationship with John had been 
apparent from the first day after they crossed the Chatta- 
hoochee. He had been courteous as ever in his actions 
toward her, yet now there was a certain familiarity about 
the way he looked at her or spoke. Thankfully, Jim had 
‘been discreet enough to act as if nothing were unusual 
when John suggested their little evening walks. 

The breeze helped cool Callista’s cheeks as she rode in 
Jim’s wake. This had been the first time that he had even 
hinted that he knew anything of her circumstances, and it 
embarrassed her. 
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Callista could not explain her involvement with John. 
She was too uncertain of the reasons herself. His touch did 
not arouse her, yet she surrendered to his passion, each 
time hoping Ross could make her forget Wolfram. She 
was able to keep the thoughts of him at bay during her 
waking hours, but her dreams were haunted. 

She spurred her mount to a faster pace when she saw 
John ahead, her mind still wondering why he did not 
arouse her. He was a handsome man with wide shoulders 
and soft brown hair. He was a passionate lover, but Callista 
always sensed he kept his true feelings to himself. 

As Callista approached, John turned and smiled, ‘‘We’re 
almost there, Callista. Are you looking forward to seeing 
your father?’’ 

‘I’m anxious to see the gold mines, but I’m afraid— 
though my hope is strong—there is only the slightest 
chance that my father is in the area.’’ - 

John pulled his mount to a halt as Callista rode alongside. 
‘‘What will you do if you do not find him in Auraria?’ he 
asked. 

Callista nibbled her lower lip, unable to answer. She’d 
not thought beyond this moment. ‘‘I’ll keep looking,’’ she 
said finally. 

Ross’s large muscular hands tightened on the reins as he 
leaned toward Callista, ‘“Why don’t you come back to 
England with me?’’ 

The question surprised Callista. She was not prepared to 
make such a commitment to any man. Her voice faltered 
slightly as she said, ‘‘John, I can’t. I’ve got to know that 
my father is alive or dead before I return home. I can’t 
explain why I have to do this. It wouldn’t make any sense 
to you, but it is something I have to do.” 

John straightened in the saddle and smiled. “‘If you 
change your mind at any time, just let me know.”’ 

Callista was relieved by his attitude and thanked him. 
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They rode for the remainder of their journey in silence. 
The path widened into a hard-packed dirt road, which led 
through the small community of Auraria. The town was 
only a year or so old, but it boasted about twenty stores, 
which supplied the miners with their needs. 

At this late hour im the day, the street bustled with 
people. Smail groups of miners conversed outside the 
stores while others sat about makeshift tables, gambling 
away the nuggets they had only recently brought from the 
red clay of the Georgia hills. 

The. new arrivals went unnoticed. Such sights were a 
common occurrence now that people had begun to come 
from near and far to dig the rich yellow metal out of the 
hills of the Cherokee territory. The population of Auraria 
was said to be about one thousand while the surrounding 
area boasted up to ten-thousand people. 

Callista was pleasantly surprised to find such a flourish- 
ing community. After their visit on the Chattahoochee, she 
expected Auraria to be similar in appearance. She had not 
reckoned with the lust for gold that sent men from their 
shops, farms, and professions in search of instant wealth. 

There were four or five taverns in the town, and Jim 
reined in his horse in front of the Cherokee Hotel. 
Dismounting, he said, ‘‘Mr. Ross, I would suggest you 
acquire lodgings here. They cater to the traveler and have 
whatever information you might require. They set a good 
table and have plenty of provender for the horses as well 
as an ostler.”’ 

‘‘Will you be staying here?’’ John asked as he helped 
Callista from her horse. 

‘“‘Nay, I’ve friends who have a smail place a mile or so 
from the Chestatee River,’’ Jim said as he unloaded the 
pack horse. ' 

Callista felt as if she were being deserted by the huge 
Scotsman as he set their parcels on the porch of the hotel. 
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He turned to remount his huge stallion, and she was 
impelled to ask, ‘‘We will see you again, Jim?’’ Her 
expression was so forlorn that Jim laughed and placed his 
arm about her shoulders. ‘‘Aye, lass, you'll see me. I want 
you to meet my friends. I think Mary will like you. She’s 
a dear lass herself.’’ 

His words helped revive Callista’s sagging spirits. He 
would be near if she needed him, and she’d love to meet 
Mary, she told him. 

Patting her gently on the back, Jim said, ‘Then we'll go 
tomorrow if you're up fo it.”’ 

‘“You should know me better than that, Jim. Pll be up 
to it,’’ Callista laughed. 

‘Aye, lass, that I know. Now I must be on my way 
"fore it gets dark. See you in the morning.” 

John’s eyes glittered with contained anger as he watched 
the guide ride out of town. He'll be a problem if I’m not 
careful, he thought, then he turned to Callista. ‘‘Are you 
going to desert me so soon, my dear?’’ 

Callista colored slightly and placed her arm about his 
waist as they walked into the hotel. “‘I’m not deserting 
you, John, but this is such an interesting place. | want to 
meet the people who live here. It’s even possible that 
someone may have heard of my father.’’ Callista hesitated 
and-glanced uncertainly up at his face, then added quickly, 
‘‘But if you had rather I not go with Jim, | won't.”’ 

John squeezed Callista lightly about the waist and smiled. 
‘“‘You’re free to go as you like, my dear. Remember your 
stipulation? Now let’s procure our lodgings and then find a 
place to dine. I am famished.”’ 

‘‘I am also,’’ she said. ‘The ride and the fresh air have 
increased my appetite so much that I’m going to have to 
worry about getting fat.”’ 

John chuckled as he eyed her slender form, **You’d be 
beautiful in any case.”’ 
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‘““You may not think so if I gain much more weight. My 
habit is beginning to get tight.” 

‘‘Not so, I assure you,’’ John protested, but he had to 
agree silently with Callista. She had gained weight. His 
eyes rested on her waist—it had thickened. Could she be 
with child? he asked himself as he turned to the bar where 
the proprietor registered his guests. 

‘‘Could I help you?’’ a tall slender man asked. 

‘“Yes, we would like two rooms for an indefinite stay.”’ 

‘“‘That will be fifteen dollars a month each, and that 
includes yer meals,’’ the man said as he glanced at Callista. 

John pulled the bills from his wallet and laid them on 
the bar. It was a high rate, but then everything was exorbi- 
tantly priced where gold was involved. “‘I’m told you have 
a dining room.”’ 

‘Yep, supper’s being served now. If I was you, I'd eat 
first and then go to your rooms. The biscuits don’t last 
long with all the miners about.”’ 

John took Callista’s arm and smiled at the man. “I 
believe we shall take your advice. Thank you.”’ 

‘‘Not at all. P’Il show you to your rooms when yer 
through eating. Be sure to try some of Cora’s muscadine 
jelly with your biscuits.”’ | 

John and Callista smiled as their eyes met. Auraria was 
going to be a nice place to visit. 

Callista and John were served fresh fried ham, turnips 
and greens, blackeyed peas, sweet potatoes, and hot bis- 
cuits with fresh butter and muscadine jelly. They ate with 
relish and little conversation, except to remark on the culi- 
nary art of Auraria, which they thought compared favor- 
ably with London’s finer inns. Callista cleared her plate 
and finished the meal with the tart jelly spread thickly 
across the steaming bread. As she bit into the sweet morsel, 
a fleeting memory tugged at her and Wolfram’s laughing 
face flashed through her mind. 


209 


Cordia Byers 


Her throat constricted, and she nearly choked on the soft 
bread. Tears welled in her eyes, and she coughed into a 
napkin. Callista felt foolish. She had no idea what was 
causing her to act so childishly. 

John touched her hand gently and asked, ‘‘Are you all 
right?”’ 

‘“Yes. but I think I feel a little tired and need to lie 
down.”’ 

‘A little tired? You must be exhausted from the ride. 
Ili get the manager to show us to our rooms.”’ 

Callista dabbed the tears from her eyes and cheeks. Her 
face burned with embarrassment as she glanced about the 
room and found several men watching her predicament. 
She quickly followed John’s path and soon found herself 
ina small room on the second floor of the establishment. It 
contained only one rough-hewn table and a rope bed. But 
the bed contained a soft down mattress, and Callista sank 
onto it gratefully. 

Again tears filled her eyes as she gazed about the bare 
room. They streamed down her cheeks and splashed lightly 
onto her hands folded in her lap. She could not stop the 
flood any more than she could understand it. She felt that 
every emotion she had experienced during the last few 
months was bound tightly in her chest, aching for release. 
Callista felt ridiculous as she sat in the small hotel room 
and cried. 

Callista heard a tap at the door and quickly wiped her 
eyes. She forced a smile to her lips as John entered. “‘How 
do you like your accommodations? 1d not call them elegant, 
but I don’t expect there’s much better in a place such as 
this.’’ | 

“T? Callista could not finish her statement as her 
throat tightened and she once again burst into tears. 

John was quickly by her side and took her comfortingly 
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into his arms. He smoothed the hair away from her damp 
face as he said, ‘‘Darling, what’s wrong? Are you ill?”’ 

Callista could not reply for his presence only made her 
sob harder. 

Cradling her, John held Callista until her weeping began 
to abate. He raised her tear-streaked face until she gazed at 
him with glistening golden eyes. Wiping away a remaining 
tear with his finger, he asked, “‘What makes you so 
unhappy, Callista? Tell me and I'll try to make it right.”’ 

Callista’s delicate pink lips trembled as she said, ‘‘I 
don’t know what’s wrong with me. It’s foolish of me to 
act this way. I’m sorry you had to witness such a scene.” 

John patted her gently on the back as she leaned against 
his chest. ‘‘You’ve no reason to be sorry. That’s what 
friends are for, to give a shoulder when it’s needed.”’ 

Callista’s voice cracked again as she said, ‘‘Thank you, 
John. You’re so good to me.”’ She quickly buried her face 
against his chest and tried to stem the oncoming rush of 
fresh tears. 

John’s tone emphasized the seriousness of his question 
as he asked, ‘‘Callista, are you with child?’’ 

Callista bolted from his arms, her eyes wide with shock, 
her creamy skin paled to ivory. 

She stared at John as she sought the answer to his 
question. /t could not be! she thought frantically as she 
searched her memory. Yet it could. It had been three 
months since her menses. She had assumed their irregular- 
ity stemmed from the drastic changes within her life. Not 
since the night of Wolfram’s first seduction had her body 
performed nature’s monthly function. 

Callista touched her trembling lips to stay them and 
squeezed her eyes shut as though to lock out the truth. She 
had not escaped him after all. Would that night never end? 
she thought desperately. He took everything from me ex- 
cept my spirit, and now his seed may well take that. But it 
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will not! It will have my body as its sire did, but not my 
heart! 

The touch of John’s hand against her cheek brought 
Callista to face him. He read the answer in her eyes before 
she uttered a word. She had not known of her condition 
until now. She carried a babe, but whose? John asked 
himself as he gazed into those amber depths. *'Is it mine?’’ 
he asked softly as he watched the expressions play over 
her beautiful face. Callista turned away from his intense 
look as she whispered, ‘‘No, John, it isn’t. I only wish it 
were. Then I could find some happiness in having it.”’ 

‘‘What are your plans, Callista?”’ 

‘‘Iust as before,’ she said, a spark of determination 
flaring in her eyes. ‘‘I plan to find my father.”’ 

“Do you intend telling the father of your babe about 
your condition?”’ 

Callista squared her shoulders. There was pride in her 
and anger as well. ‘‘No, I'll not keep his babe. As soon as 
it’s born, I'll give it up. I have no love for the father nor 
for the child conceived without love.”’ 

A dull ache had begun to form across Callista’s temples, 
and she rubbed them with her fingertips to ease the pain. 
‘I am more exhausted than I thought, John. Do you mind 
if I retire early tonight? I have much to think about, and 
none of it is very pleasant.”’ 

John cupped her pale face in his hands and kissed her 
lightly on the lips. ‘Sleep well, my dear, and try not to 
think of unpleasant things.”’ 

A single candle provided the light in the small room as 
Callista undressed and stood naked. She gazed down at her 
still slender body. There was a new fullness to her breast 
and a slight thickening of her waist, but one could not tell 
that she was pregnant. If it had not been for John’s keen 
eye, Callista would not have thought anything about the 
physical change. 
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Shaking her head at her own stupidity, Callista crawled 
between the rough sheets of the bed. Snuggling down into 
the softness, she tried to sleep, but her mind kept traveling 
from one thought to another. 

Her hand moved lightly over her smooth flat stomach, 
and she wondered what the child would look like. She 
knew it would have dark hair, for both hers and Corbin’s 
were black. The eyes were something different. Would 
they be golden like hers or the sapphire blue of Corbin’s 
eyes? 

Turning abruptly on her side, she covered her head, and 
her eyes stung with tears. ‘‘I won’t think of it. Corbin 
hates me, and I hate him. It would pleasure him too much 
to know what he has done to me.’’ Callista spoke words of 
hate for Wolfram and disgust for having to carry his child, 
yet her hand rested protectively against her abdomen when 
sleep finally claimed her. 
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A loud banging on the door awoke Callista. She rubbed 
the sleep from her eyes as she asked, ‘“Who is it?” 

“It’s me, lass, Jim. Are you going to sleep your. life 
away? Get dressed and join me downstairs. We'll have to 
hurry if we’re going to see the Smiths this morning.”’ 

Callista forced herself to leave the warmth of the bed. 
She had slept soundly and felt she could sleep for days if she 
were allowed. Shivering, she quickly slipped into her riding 
habit and brushed the tangles from her hair. There was no 
mirror in the room, but she cared little about her appearance. 
‘It won’t be long before I’m fat and ugly with the weight 
of the babe, anyhow,”’ she said to herself as she pinned - 
the ebony curls away from her face. Yawning widely, Callista 
descended the stairs. 


The ride to the Smith farm helped revive Callista’s flag- 
ging spirits. The brisk autumn wind whipped about her, 
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bringing a rosy tint to her pale cheeks. She forgot her 
problems as they traveled through the small track that led 
to the Chestatee River. 

It was still early when they reached the small clearing 
where a two-room log cabin stood. A few chickens roamed 
about the newly cleared land, scratching and picking in 
hopes of finding a late autumn insect for their breakfast. 
Smoke floated gently from the chimney upwards to the 
clear blue sky. A cow lowed in the distance, and as 
Callista watched, two small boys ran from the cabin and 
into a one-sided shed. 

The door to the cabin opened to reveal a reed-thin 
woman as Callista and Jim dismounted. She smiled and 
wiped her floured hands on her big apron and then ex- 
tended one to Callista as Jim made the introductions. 

Mary shook Callista’s hand warmly as she said, ‘“‘?’m 
pleased to meet you, Mistress Drummond. Jim has filled 
my ears with nothing else since he arrived here yesterday 
evening. Come in and warin yourselves.”’ 

Callista automatically returned the smile and said, ‘“Thank 
you, Mrs. Smith. I also have heard nothing except good 
things about you.”’ 

Mary Smith arched her brow toward Jim and laughed, 
“I’m afraid Jim is fond of all ladies, but he did not lie 
when he said you were beautiful. Now come in. It’s too 
cold to stand outside at this time of the morning.’’ 

As they entered the cabin, Jim said, “‘Now, Mary, P'm 
not swayed by a beautiful face but by a sweet disposition. 
As you well know.”’ 

Rearranging several straight-backed, split-bottom chairs, 
Mary laughed, ‘““That I know for sure, Jim McLeod, or 
you wouldn’t have a good word to say about me.’’ Motion- 
ing to Jim and Callista, she continued, ‘“‘Now sit your- 
selves down and I’ll pour you some hot coffee. I’m sure 
Mistress Drummond could use it.”’ 
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Callista gratefully sank into the chair and extended her 
chilled hands to the fire. As she accepted the cup of 
steaming coffee, she said, **Please call me Callista.”’ 

Mary settled herself into the chair opposite her guests. 
‘AMl right, but only if you call me Mary. Up here most 
folks call one another by their first name.” 

Jim’s eyes twinkled. He was pleased with himself be- 
cause he knew they would like each other on sight. As the 
two women chatted amiably about Callista’s journey from 
Milledgeville, Jim mused to himself. They were totally 
different in appearance, yet each woman was a beauty in 
her own right. Mary’s charm Tay in her personality instead _ 
of her looks, for she was thin to the point of being skinny. 
She had soft brown eyes that glowed with the warmth of 
her kind heart. Her pale blond hair was pulled away from 
her face, emphasizing its thinness. Her features were not 
as perfect as Callista’s, yet she would not be considered 
unattractive. Her cheekbones were high and her mouth 
slightly too full, but it lent character to her face. Her smile 
was her main attribute, for it displayed her sweet nature. 
Mary Smith was one of the few women Jim had met in all 
his travels about whom he could say, “‘She does not have 
4 mean bone in her body!’’ Never in the few years of their 
acquaintance had he ever heard her say or do anything 
against another human being. 

Mary lived a hard life. It was not easy to follow the man 
she loved everywhere he thought he might find his pot of 
gold. But she did. Taking her two small sons, Mary went 
where he desired. She kept the family together and tended 
their home with meticulous care. She always had time to 
share her kindness with friend and stranger alike. If any- 
one passed by the Smith farm hungry, he never left with- 
out partaking of whatever food Mary had to offer. 

Jim touched a flame to his pipe and puffed. ‘‘Is that 
man of yours down at the diggings?’’ 
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‘*Yes. He’s down there every day at dawn. He hopes to 
make a strike soon. He found a few nuggets last week, and 
it helped to build up his hopes.’’ Before Mary finished 
talking, her twin five-year-olds bounded into the room. 
‘‘Calm down, boys, and come and meet Mistress Drum- 
mond.’”’ 

Both boys tried to be first to be introduced to Callista. 
They pushed and shoved each other until both stood before 
her, their unruly blond curls dancing about their heads. 
Their pale blue eyes were bright with warmth and youthful 
mischief. For a moment Callista was reminded of someone 
she could not name. The boys extended their hands to her 
in gentlemanly fashion, their mother introducing them as 
Ryan and Bruce. Callista shook their hands as they gazed 
at her, mischief in their eyes. The image of her father 
flashed through her mind, and she knew in that instant it 
was he that they reminded her of. Each had his coloring, 
and their smiles were nearly identical to his. It was only a 
coincidence, she thought. Still there was an uncanny 
resemblance. 

‘*“Now that you’ve met my little rogues, would you like 
to ride out to the digging? Jim mentioned that you had 
come here with the intention of visiting them. Pll give you 
a personal tour,’’ Mary said as she scurried out the door. 

“Vd be delighted, if you’re sure that it will not be an 
inconvenience.’”” — 

‘‘No trouble. I have to take Brian his lunch. Just let me 
get my shawl and the basket, and I'll be ready.”’ 

Jim did not rise from his seat but extended his long legs 
before the fire. “‘Mary, you can take my horse, and Ill 
stay here and watch the boys for you. It'll save you the 
walk, and I can enjoy the fire.’’ 

Mary laughed. “‘Sure, that’s your excuse, Jim McLeod. 
You want to spoil those little rascals worse than you 
already have. I know you.”’ 
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‘*Aye, lass, but let a man have a little pleasure in his old 
age, will ye?’’ Jim said, looking every bit as full of pranks 
as the boys. 

Callista laughed and said in her own Scottish brogue, 
‘‘Mary lass, ye canna kin what the mon is gibbering 
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Mary’s brown eyes twinkled with mirth as she said, 
‘‘Aye, as you Scots say. I know what he means. Either he 
loves my boys or he’s too lazy to come to the mine for fear 
Brian will put him to work.”’ 

Jim slumped his shoulders and looked dolefully up at 
Mary, ‘‘Lass, you cut me to the quick. Tis a shame for a 
mon to be considered lazy for just wanting to warm his old 
heart with the sight of the wee ones.”’ 

Mary looked uncertainly at Jim. She did not realize until 
she saw the playful grin on Callista’s face that he was 
jesting. With a rush of affection she hugged him and said, 
‘‘Warm your old heart then, Scotsman, and we'll be off.”’ 


A shallow creek flowed near the well-traveled trail that 
led to the clearing where Brian Smith dug each day. So far 
he had found only enough goid to keep his family with 
food. 

Brian kneeled by the water and sifted the sand and 
gravel about in the pan. When the water drained away 
from the heavier objects, he peered into the receptacle 
intent upon finding the sparkling metal. After studying the 
remains closely, he spilled what was left on the ground. 
He was frustrated with the day’s work thus far and was 
glad when he saw Mary and a young woman on the 
moss-covered bank that overlooked the digging. 

‘‘?’ve brought Jim’s friend to visit,’’ Mary said. 

Swallowing his disappointment about work, Brian waved 
and said he’d be right up. ‘‘Did you bring my lunch? I’m 
starved.”’ 
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‘*You know I did, Brian Smith.’’ 

Brian climbed from the bank and across the red clay 
mound of the digging. He was looking forward to meeting 
the young woman whom Jim had told them about. She was 
from Scotland, Jim had said, and that in itself was reason 
enough for Brian to want to meet her. 

She stood with her back toward him, and his breath 
caught in his throat when she turned around. ‘*Callista?’’ 
he said. ‘‘Callista, is it really you?’’ 

Callista tried to speak, but the words would not come. 
Her knees began to tremble and give way pore her as 
she whispered, “‘Papa.’’ 

Mary looked from her husband to the girl wind at her 
feet. She had known of Brian’s previous marriage, but not 
of a daughter. There was the question of why he had never 
told her, but now was not the time for questions. Without 
saying a word, Mary bent and tried to revive Callista. As 
she rubbed the young woman’s wrists, she looked at her 
husband, who had not moved. “‘Brian? Brian, are you 
going to help me revive her, or are you going to stand 
there totally useless?” 

Brian shook his head slowly from side to side, as though 
to dispel the past. ‘“She’s my daughter, Mary.”’ 

‘*T know. It would have taken a fool to misunderstand 
what you said to each other.’’ 

Brian knelt beside his wife and daughter. He studied the 
young woman, then looked at his wife, and in a voice 
filled with sorrow he said, ‘‘I’m sorry, Mary. I did not 
mean for you to find out about her this way. I should have 
spoken sooner, but I was waiting until we could all be 
together. Now it seems foolhardy to have denied her 
existence. Mary, you know I love you, but I also loved 
Callista’s mother, and when she died giving life to the 
child, I could not bear looking at Callista, especially since 
she so resembled her mother. I was in need of money, and 
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it was all too easy for me to believe that that alone was the 
reason I’d left Tantallon and my- daughter. I gave up my 
responsibilities as a father and made my sister Nesseilda 
her guardian. I did write to Callista through Nesseilda and 
sent her whatever money | could. But Callista never re- 
plied to my letters. I hoped that once my fortune was 
made, you and the boys would return with me to Tantallon, 
for it is their heritage as well as Callista’s. Can you forgive 
me, Mary?’’ 

“| cannot say that I am not shocked, Brian, and saddened, 
but I do forgive you. You have just given me the daughter 
that P'd longed for, and if that does not altogether wash 
away what you have done, it does bring happiness to me.”’ 

Still, there was a brief pang of jealousy toward the 
woman who died all those years ago. But Mary knew 
Brian’s love for her was staunch. They would work things 
out. 

Callista regained consciousness and found both Mary 
and Brian hovering anxiously over her, concern written 
plainly on their worried faces. Her vision had shown her 
this very scene, and she had not until this moment believed 
it to be true. She wiped away tears of joy that sprang to 
her eyes only to have them return as she leaned against her 
father’s chest. She was no longer alone. 

‘‘Come now. No more tears. We have too much to be 
happy about to cry,’’ Brian said as he smoothed Callista’s 
dark hair from her face and gently withdrew from her tight 
hold. 

“Ym not crying for sadness,’’ Callista said. ‘‘I thought 
you were dead. Aunt Nesseilda assured me that you could 
no longer be alive or you would have written.”’ 

Brian frowned. He could not understand what she’d 
said. He had written. ‘‘Did Nesseilda not give you my 
letters?”’ 

‘‘Letters? I never received any.”’ 
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Brian glanced toward his wife and then to Callista. 
‘‘Callista, I sent letters and money to you every few 
months through your Aunt Nesseilda. If you did not get 
them, then why are you here in the States?’’ 

Callista lowered her eyes, and a glistening of tears could 
once more be seen on her lashes. She stared down at her 
hands. ‘‘Papa, it’s a long story.” 

Brian sat back on his haunches and crossed his arms 
over his chest. ‘‘We have all the time in the world.’’ 

Glancing uncertainly at her father and then at Mary, 
who gave her an encouraging smile, Callista told her story, 
leaving out only the name of her seducer and the fact that 
she now carried his child. 

By the time she finished, the sun had left the small 
clearing, and they sat in the afternoon shadows of two 
huge pines. No one spoke. Brian watched as his daughter 
nervously twisted her fingers together. Too much had been 
said for Brian to feel anything except rage. He was furious 
with himself. It was his fault that this beautiful child had 
suffered such indignities. But there were others involved 
equally to blame. His sister, his nephew, Lord Condor, 
and the sea captain all had taken advantage of Callista’s 
innocence. 

Brian longed to do violence to himself and to those who 
had so callously hurt his daughter. He clenched his fists as 
though to contain the anger. Tears welled in his eyes, and 
also in Mary’s, he saw when he looked at her. His voice 
was no more than a strangled whisper when he said, 
‘*Callista, can you ever forgive me?”’ 

A feeble smile touched Callista’s soft lips. “‘Papa, there 
is nothing to forgive. You did not know that | didn’t get 
your letters or that your own sister would do such a 
thing.”’ 

Shaking his head, Brian reached out and took one of 
Callista’s hands in his own. He held it tenderly. “‘Yes, 
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there is. I should not have stayed away so long nor trusted 
Nesseilda to do my bidding. She was ever one to serve 
herself first. The thing I don’t understand about it all is 
what Nesseilda thought she would gain. Do you know?’’ 

Callista looked bewildered by Brian’s question. *‘Nothing 
that I know. The only thing that would be to her advantage 
would be to get her half-caste niece married so as to rid 
herself of the responsibility of me.”’ 

‘‘No. That cannot be the only reason. There is some- 
thing that neither you nor | know that caused Nesseilda to 
go to so much trouble.”’ 

' Mary looked from her husband to his daughter and 
wiped the moisture from her eyes. ““Brian, let’s not ques- 
tion Callista further now. Jt’s getting late, and we need to 
- get back to the cabin. Jim will be on his head by now with 
the boys.”’ 

Brian nodded in agreement as he got to his feet and 
helped Mary and Callista to theirs. Hugging Callista once 
again, he said, ‘‘You’re right, Mary. We have plenty of 
time to talk, and I have some explaining to do myself, 
such as why we’re called Smith instead of Drummond.”’ 

Mary smiled up at her husband. ‘‘You know, I did not 
associate the names when Jim introduced us. It’s been 
years since we used Drummond. I’ve grown used to being 
a Smith.” 

Helping Callista into the saddle, Brian said, *‘ You and 
Mary go back to the cabin. I’ll be along shortly.”’ 

As he watched the two women ride away, the past and 
the present seemed to merge. The Callista that he had 
loved so dearly in his youth and Mary, the kind, gentle 
woman he loved now. 

So many emotions clamored within him that Brian was 
unable to stand. He sat weakly on a patch of brown grass 
and laid his head on arms crossed about his knees. 

Memories flooded his mind. So much had happened 
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during the last eighteen years. He had been so determined 
to regain the wealth of the Lairds of Bass and to see that 
his young daughter never needed anything. But he had 
failed. In desperation he had gone to sea in hope of 
securing such riches. But he’d ended up on a slaver bound 
for Charleston with a full cargo of human flesh. 

Brian squeezed his eyes shut as the memory of that 
fateful voyage assaulted him. The captain and crew had 
been brutal to the blacks, and when he had protested, 
Brian had been lashed severely. Had it not been for one 
small girl who had helped tend his wounds, Brian would 
not have been alive this day. The girl, however, fared less 
well. When the captain of the ship realized that a friend- 
ship had formed between the two, he’d had the girl taken 
from Brian’s side and raped right before his eyes. Brian 
had tried to help her and in the process had killed one of 
the crewmen. The captain had ordered Brian hanged from 
the yardarm the next morning, but Brian escaped. He had 
jumped overboard in the night. 

His strength had nearly been gone when Brian was 
rescued from the ocean by a fishing boat. The boat was 
owned by Mary’s father and brothers. They had taken him 
to their home, arid there he’d met the gentle Mary and fell 
in love with her. 

He’d been wrong not to tell Mary of his daughter, he 
knew that more clearly now. Glancing up, Brian realized 
that the sun was setting. He’d stayed too long at the 
digging. Getting to his feet he looked at the red clay bank 
that lay before him. There, he hoped, lay their future and 
his dream of once more establishing the title of Bass as a 
prosperous name. His dream had not changed. It had only 
been slightly rearranged, and Brian would now have the 
chance to know his daughter before returning to Scotland. 
Brian smiled deep inside himself, and his steps were light- 
er as he walked back to the smail farm. 
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‘oa had already settled over Auraria when Jim 
McLeod and Callista rode back into town. Many things 
had been discussed at the Smith farm when Brian had 
returned. The years of absence had been explained, and 
there had been tears even from the burly Jim McLeod. 

The next hours were spent making plans for their future. 
As evening came on, Callista realized that John would be 
apprehensive about her. It had been thoughtless to stay this 
long, yet she had been filled with so much joy in finding 
her father that all other thoughts had been wiped from her 
mind. 

Cailista had explained her relationship with John to her 
father. Ross, she said, had befriended her in her time of 
need, and she had insisted that she owed him.an explana- 
tion before she left him. With regret, the family accepted 


her momentary leavetaking. 
*k * * 


224 


CALLISTA 


Callista’s emotions were mixed as she stepped through 
the entrance of the hotel. She was happy, but she dreaded 
telling John that she would be leaving to live with her 
new-found family. John had been a true friend. He had 
never ridiculed her relationship with Corbin and had been 
kind when he found out about the child. It would not be 
easy to leave him, but Callista knew, as she glanced about 
the main room of the hotel, that friendship would be all 
she would ever feel for the man who came quickly to her 
side. 

**Callista, [’'m so glad that you’ve returned. I have 
someone I want you to meet.’’ John took her arm and led 
her forward. He spoke casually, but his tone belied his 
words as his eyes searched her face. 

An exceedingly tall man bowed to Callista. “‘Sir, I 
would like to present Mistress Callista Drummond, lately 
of Scotland.”’ 

‘It is a pleasure, madame,’’ the tall man said in a soft 
Southern drawl. 

Callista smiled up at the man and extended her hand as 
John said, ‘‘Callista, it is an honor to introduce the Vice 
President of the United States, Mr. John C. Calhoun of 
South Carolina.’’ 

Callista dropped a graceful curtsey to the vice president. 
‘*Thank you, sir, but it is my pleasure to meet someone of 
your high esteem. Since my arrival in your country, I have 
often heard your name spoken.’’ 

Mr. Calhoun laughed. ‘‘I hope that what you heard did 
not make you blush, madam. At the moment my views 
are not quite acceptable in certain circles. Since my Fort 
Hill Address about the tariff imposed on our crops, South 
Carolinians have decided to interpose their sovereignty and 
declared the tariff null and void. President Jackson and 
many of the Northerners are enraged about it.”’ | 
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“I can assure you that I have heard nothing but praise 
on your behalf, sir,’’ Callista said. 

“Very charmingly put, Mistress Drummond, but too 
many people know of my dispute with Jackson for there 
not to have been criticism of my beliefs. Jackson has many 
supporters, and it does not go well for one to disagree with 
him.”’ 

Calhoun’s craggy face brightened with a smile as he 
once again took her hand. ‘*But that isn’t important at the 
moment. Your company is much more interesting than 
politics. Let us order refreshment and you can tell me what 
you think of our mining community. John teils me that you 
and he plan to visit the mines.’’ 

Callista exchanged glances with John, who’d remained 
silent. ‘“Yes, that was our plan.’’ She emphasized the was 
of her statement, and the smile that played on John’s lips 
evaporated. Something had happened, and he resolved that 
it would not be long before he found out what. 

“Then I would suggest that you visit our digging first. 
So far it’s proven to yield the richest ore to be found in the 
area.”’ 

That sounds very interesting, sir.’’ Callista said evasively. 

Catching Callista’s eye, John spoke for the first time. 
‘“Mr. Calhoun has been generous enough to invite us to. 
travel to his plantation in South Carolina. He says no one 
should visit the States without seeing the beautiful aot 
mont area of South Carolina.’ 

‘*Yes, I suggested that you spend the winter there. Soon 
it will be too cold to live in these mountains, and I am sure 
that it would be much more pleasant for you to stay in a 
comfortable home rather than in a rustic hotel such as 
this.”’ 

‘That’s very kind of you, sir,’’ Callista said, taking in 
both men at a glance. ‘‘But at the moment I’m afraid | 
can’t make that commitment.”’ 
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She did not elaborate on the subject, but excused herself. 
‘‘T have been away all day, and I’m more exhausted than I 
thought. It’s been an honor to meet you, sir, and I hope we 
will have occasion to renew our conversation.”’ 

The two men rose from their chairs as Callista stood. 
Mr. Calhoun bowed over her hand. ‘‘The pleasure, I 
assure you, has been mine.”’ 

Callista did not look back as she made her exit. She 
knew John would follow as soon as was politely possible. 
His eyes had held too many questions for him to tarry 
long. When she heard his urgent tap on the door, she 
called for him to enter. 

‘“What’s happened?’’ John asked. He watched her deli- 
cate lips spread into a radiant smile and knew by the glow 
in her eyes that it was something he did not want to know. 

Callista clasped his hands as she said, “‘P’ve found my 
father.”’ . 

John’s eyes widened in surprise. He expected anything 
but this. It added another problem to be solved. All he 
could say was an incredulous, ““Where?”’ 

‘*Here—well, several miles from here. They live near the 
Chestatee River on a small farm, and papa has a mine near 
the river.”’ 

**But how?”’ 

‘‘They are the friends Jim mentioned. When we arrived 
at the farm, my father was at the digging and I did not 
suspect anything until Mary and I carried his lunch out to 
the mine.’’ 

‘‘Mary? His wife? But I thought you said their names 
were Smith.”’ 

‘It is now. Papa changed his name when he came to 
America. He is married and has two delightful five-year- 
old boys. Oh, John!’’ Callista said ecstatically as she 
threw herself into his arms. “‘I have a family. Isn’t it 
wonderful?”’ 
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Hugging her close so that Callista could not see his 
expression, he listened, his anger growing. 

‘‘T hope you are happy for me,’’ she went on. ‘‘And that 
you will not be angry when I tell you that I’m going to live 
with them.”’ 

John’s voice betrayed no emotion. Only his eyes showed 
a coldness that Callista had not seen there before. He 
didn’t want to lose her, but was happy for her, he said. ‘‘It 
does, however, make my decision easier,’ he added. 

Puzzled, Callista looked up into John’s face. ‘‘What 
decision?’’ 

“I had hoped that we both could spend the winter at 
Calhoun’s, but I hesitated to accept because of your 
condition.”’ 

He spoke with such feeling that Callista placed her hand 
against his cheek. ‘‘John, you’ve been so good to me. You 
don’t have to go, we could be together here. I have told 
my father about your kindness, and I know he would 
welcome you as a friend.”’ 

Taking her hand into his, John said, ‘‘I’m sure you’re 
right, but I need time. I can’t stand the thought of being 
near you and not being able to hold you. Let me go with 
Mr. Calhoun and stay the winter. I’ll return in the spring. 
By that time we should know our feelings for each other. I 
can only say that I hope yours will deepen for me as mine 
have for you.”’ 

Callista looked anxiously into John’s eyes. ‘You will 
return in the spring?’’ 

‘*Yes. Nothing could keep me from you,’’ he said as he 
gazed over her raven head and out into the moonlit night. 
Tiny frown lines creased his cheeks as he murmured, 
“‘No. Nothing will keep me from you.”’ 

Callista hugged John close. ‘‘I do care for you, John.”’ 


* * * 
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The next morning Cailista packed her few belongings 
and said a tearful goodbye to John. She kissed the man 
who had befriended her while Jim waited with the horses 
in front of the hotel. 

Cailista was silent as the horses made their way over the 
frost-covered landscape. The splashes of color sparkled 
with tiny crystals of ice, making the forest a jeweled 
wonderland. But Callista could not really see or feel their 
beauty. She could not keep her thoughts from John Ross. 
She had made the right decision, yet she felt guilty about 
leaving him. If it were not for John Ross, she would not 
have found her father and would still be a prisoner of 
Corbin Wolfram’s—and by now he would know that she 
carried his child. 

At the thought, she automatically touched her abdomen. 
Callista was unaware that Jim had witnessed her move- 
ments and knew instinctively as he looked at her small 
brooding face that she was with child. But whose? he 
asked himself as they rode toward the Smith farm. — 

Brian, Mary, and the two boys awaited their arrival. 
When she and Jim rode into the clearing the whole family 
came out to meet them. They hugged Callista and bade her 
welcome to her new home while her two brothers scam- 
pered about and tugged her belongings into the cabin. 

The rest of the day was spent making Callista feel at 
home. Ryan and Bruce were constantly under foot until 
Mary, her patience at an end, ran the two rascals from the 
cabin. 

The two mischievous youngsters giggled as they fled in 
mock terror of their “‘vicious mother.’’ Mary had never 
laid a hand on them in anger, and both doubted she ever 
would. She loved them and they loved her. They knew 
they would rather take a beating than think they had 
caused their sweet mother any pain, yet they could never 
resist teasing her. 


229 


Cordia Byers 


As the door slammed behind the boys, Mary turned, an 
exasperated expression on her face until she saw Callista 
holding her hand over her mouth to keep from bursting 
ito peals of laughter. At the sight, Mary’s soft features 
broke into a smile, and she-and Callista laughed together 
until tears ran down their cheeks. 

Wiping her eyes, Callista said, ‘‘Oh, Mary, they are 
such dears. I already love them as if I’d been with them all 
of their lives.”’ 

Mary glanced once more toward the rough-plank door 
and then back at Callista. ‘‘They’re imps all right, but you 
can’t help but love them. They love you also, Callista. 
Had they not, it would have been impossible to keep them 
indoors all day.”’ 

‘T’'m so lucky to have found all of you.’’ 

““We’re the fortunate ones, Callista. You make our 
family complete. I have always felt there was something 
missing in Brian’s life, but I no longer do. Since you came 
to us yesterday, it is as if a burden has been lifted from 
your father’s shoulders. I honestly believe that it was that 
one thing that seemed to hold Brian from me completely. 
Now we share everything.’’ 

Glancing down at her hands, Mary continued as she 
twisted her fingers together. ‘‘Before, I felt that it was 
your mother that kept him from me. I knew he loved her 
deeply, but now I know that it was his longing to have his 
daughter with him.’’ Mary looked at Callista, her eyes 
asking for understanding. 

Callista hugged her stepmother. ‘‘It wouldn’t be difficult 
for any woman to think that her husband still loved his 
first wife, but I can assure you that Papa loves you. It’s 
written all over his face when he looks at you. He loved 
my mother, but that was long ago. Now you and the boys 
are his life. I could not be happier to have you as my 
mother and friend.’’ 
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The two women hugged. “‘It’s so nice to belong,”’ 
Cailista said just before the door burst open to reveal her 
brothers. 


The next few days passed in a whirl as Callista adjusted 
to the routine of the Smith household. She helped Mary 
with the boys and with the chores about the farm. Her 
fingers cramped from the effort of trying to milk the cow 
with the same expertise that Mary showed. 

Each day she carried Brian his lunch. Callista would 
linger at the digging, talking companionably with her father. 
He would show her the few nuggets that he had found and 
explain the process of gold mining to her. 

Surrounded by the. warmth and love of her new family, 
time seemed to fly for Callista. The only shadow on her 
happiness was the child that grew within her. She had not 
told Brian or Mary of her pregnancy. Each day that passed 
made it a little harder to tell them of her situation. 

She had loosened her gowns in the hopes of delaying the 
inevitable, but it did little to hide the fact. Her body had 
become plump and round as her pregnancy advanced into 
its fourth month. 

On a cold November morning Callista, exasperated in 
an attempt to fasten her gown over her thickened waistline, 
had broken a fingernail to the quick. In an attempt to ease 
the pain, she sucked on the injured finger, and Mary, who 
had been watching her, chuckled. ‘“What’s so funny?’’ 
Callista asked as she tried to hide her body from Mary’s 
keen eye. 

‘“You,’’ Mary said. ““You look so much the child as 
you stand there doctoring your finger. Here, let me help 
you with your gown.”’ 

- As Mary advanced, Callista backed away. ‘‘No, I can 
do it. You have far more important things to do than dress 
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Mary’s face was full of concern. ‘‘Callista, when are 
you going to tell me and your father? After it’s born?’’ 

Callista looked sharply at Mary and then down to her 
protruding abdomen. As she glanced back at her stepmother, 
her face crumpled and the tears came. She sat down on the 
bed sobbing. Mary placed a comforting arm about her. 

‘Hush now. A baby is not something to make you cry. 
You should be smiling. I did when I carried your brothers.”” 

Callista’s eyes reflected the pain and anguish she felt. 
“IT know that most women are happy, but how can I be 
when I don’t want it?’’ 

Mary held Callista at arms’ length and searched her 
face for a sign of the lie in her statement. Finding none, 
Mary let her arms fall from Callista and let out an audible 
sigh. She shook her head wearily. ‘‘Child, you know not 
of what you speak.’’ 

‘“Yes, I do,’’ Callista insisted. ‘‘I don’t want this child, 
and | plan to give it away as soon as it’s born. I didn’t ask 
to conceive it nor did its father. All he thought of was his 
own pleasure. He didn’t care what happened to me, so 
why should I want his child? I hate him for what he did to 
me, and [ detest the fact that I carry his seed within me.”’ 

Mary brushed back a black curl that had fallen across 
Callista’s forehead. Her voice was soft as she said, **Callista, 
the babe you carry cannot help how it was conceived. It is 
as much of you as it is of the father. Your own flesh and 
blood. It’s Brian’s grandchild. Can you truly tell me that 
you can hate an unborn baby that has done nothing to harm 
anyone?’’ 

Callista stared moodily at the floor, unable to look Mary 
in the face. She knew it would be her undoing if she saw 
in those soft, pleading eyes love for the child she did 
not want. Standing abruptly, she turned her back. ‘‘How 
long have you known?” ° 

Mary shrugged, her hands outstretched in a gesture of 
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defeat. Callista had rejected her plea. ‘“‘Only a week or so. 
I did not realize it until I heard you sick several mornings 
last week. Then when I saw you dressing this morning, I 
was certain.”” 

‘Does papa know?”’ 

*‘Not yet. I thought I would let you tell him. Why didn’t 
you tell us sooner, Callista?’’ 

Callista turned to meet Mary’s gaze. “‘I didn’t want to 
burden you with my problems. You have been so good to 
me that I didn’t-want to be an embarrassment to you and 
papa.”’ 

Mary saw the pride in her, so like her father. ““You 
could never be that to us. We love you and you are part of 
our family, Callista. Your problems are our problems, as it 
should be in families who care about one another.”’ 

With those comforting words, Callista ran back to Mary 
and embraced her. ‘‘Mary, you are so good.”’ 

Mary shook her head. ‘‘No, not good, just concerned 
about someone we love.”’ 

Brian was surprised as he entered the room to find the 
two women crying and embracing one another. ‘Ho, what’s 
going on here?”’ 

_ Mary and Callista quickly wiped their eyes, and Mary 
took Brian’s hand. ‘‘Callista has something that she has to 
tell you, Brian.’’ 

He looked uncertainly at his wife and then at his daughter. 
He knew from the expression on Callista’s face that she 
did not enjoy the idea of telling him. 

Callista glanced at Mary and drew strength from her 
tender expression. ‘‘Papa, I’m going to have a baby.”’ 

Mary felt Brian’s muscles contract as if he’d been hit 
with a hard fist. His hand tightened around hers until she 
thought her bones would crush. He was suffering his own 
pain now, and he did not realize he had hurt her. 

**Whose?’’ he said at last. 
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Callista could not look at her father as she said, ‘‘The 
sea Captain’s.”’ 

Brian forgot his own feelings as he looked at her tor- 
mented face. The pain was evident, and it made all other 
thoughts vanish as he rushed across to her and pulled her 
into his arms. 

‘Papa, please don’t be angry with me. I just didn’t 
know how to tell you. You and Mary have been wonderful 
to me, and I didn’t want to hurt you.”’ 

Brian, aware of his own shortcomings, held her close 
and kissed the top of her head. ‘‘Hurt us,’’ he said. “‘It is I 
who have hurt you. This would never have happened if it 
had not been for my neglect.’” 

Mary slipped from the room as father and daughter 
discussed their problems. She knew that all would be well 
once everything was in the open. They had too much love 
for one another to let anything come between them. 

An hour later, Brian walked from the bedroom and 
shook his head. Seeing the lines of worry in his face, Mary 
asked, “What has been decided?’’ 

Brian ran his fingers through his hair and sat heavily in 
the chair in front of the fire. ‘‘She’s determined to give up 
the babe once it’s born. I can’t persuade her differently. 
It’s as if she were taking revenge on the man through the 
babe. Can you talk to her, Mary?’’ 

Mary placed her arms about her husband, laid her 
head against his hair, and stared into the flames of the fire. 
“I tried, but I can’t get through to her. Right now she’s 
still too upset to make any decisions. Give her time, Brian, 
and then we’ll try again. She has yet to feel life move 
within her. Once she does, all her feelings will change. No 
woman can be immune to the stirring of a babe within her 
womb. Take my word for that.’’ 

Brian pulled Mary around to sit on his lap and looked up 
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into her face. ‘‘Ah, my Mary, you’re so wise. But I do 
wonder why Callista hates the child as much as the father?”” 

Mary smiled. ‘‘I do think the maid doth protest too 
much.”’ : 

‘‘What’s that supposed to mean?’’ 

‘I think she feels many things for this sea captain, but I 
don’t really think hate is one of them. She’s been hurt by 
him, and she wants to return that hurt. She thinks she hates 
him, but it may well be the opposite.” 

Brian looked at Mary as if she had lost her wits. ““You’re 
wise in many things, my lovely wife, but on this I think 
you’re wrong. How could she love the man who seduced 
and beat her?’’ 

‘That’s a good question, but the heart works in strange 
ways. Callista is a strong-willed young woman, and from 
what I have heard of this sea captain, he is just as strong- 
headed. But that is something we will just have to wait and 
see about. All I can say now is to give her time. Time will 
see many changes take place for your beautiful daughter.’’ 

Hugging her, Brian said, ‘‘I hope you’re right, Mary. I 
just hope you’re right.”” 
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Sa majestic timbers lay bare of their beautiful foliage 
as autumn deepened to winter in the north Georgia 
mountains. Mary and Callista worked feverishly to build a 
blazing fire around the water-filled iron caldron. It would 
not be long before Brian returned with the hog that he’d 
purchased from a drive that had come through Auraria. 

It was not unusual for there to be hog drives as well as 
turkey, chicken, and cattle. It was a strange sight to behold 
as the animals were herded through the small town. This 
was a necessity to the miners in the area; they had little 
time to raise their own animals and even less to preserve 
them for winter. The women of the area shared the meat 
with the miners, for the charge of rendering out the lard 
and cracklings and preparing the rest of the meat so it 
could last the winter. 

Callista could nearly taste the fresh pork and red-eye 
gravy that Mary made to accompany it. Now. that her 


236 


CALLISTA 


pregnancy had advanced, her appetite was greater. Every- 
thing tasted delicious. I didn’t matter that there were more 
than a few turnip greens and salt pork fried to a delicate 
brown crispness. Callista consumed everything and craved 
more, and it began to show in the roundness of her body. 

It was now impossible to even attempt to conceal her 
pregnancy. Nor did she want to. Callista felt healthier than 
she had ever felt. And happier. And she glowed with 
vitality, no longer the young woman who thought only of 
revenge. Mary and Brian marveled over the change that 
had taken place within the last few week. Mary was 
secretly pleased as she watched Callista place her hand 
over her swollen abdomen with affection. She knew the 
babe had moved, and now Callista was succumbing to the 
lure of motherhood. 

At day’s end, Brian, Mary, and Callista sat before the 
fire and relaxed. It had been an exhausting day, but a 
rewarding one. Brian had brought home a large sow, 
which they scraped and cleaned. They then butchered the 
meat and began the steps toward preserving it. 

Callista had nearly been sick several times during the 
process. Brian had cut the meat while she and Mary 
prepared each part so it would last the winter. They washed 
the intestines and packed them with freshly ground sausage. 
Next they took the hams and side meat to the cellar and 
placed them in the large box where they would be salted. 
They kept the tenderloin and ribs to boil and fry for the 
next few day’s meals. The last job of the day was rendering 
the lard, which they did by placing the fat meat in the huge 
caldron and frying it over the fire until nothing but the 
small cracklings floated in the fat. These they used in 
cornbread for their suppers through the winter. 

As the last of the lard had been taken from the pot, 
small flakes of snow began to fall, and now, hours later, 
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as they sat before the warm fire, the ground was a blanket 
of white. 

A loud knock on the door broke their quiet reverie. 
Brian opened the door to a snow-covered Jim McLeod, 
dusting the white flakes from his broad shoulders and hat. 

Brian arched a brow quizzically. ‘‘Tis not fit weather 
for man nor beast, Jim. What brings you out on a night 
like this?’’ 

“You're right about that, Brian, but I just heard about 
the lottery.’’ 

Brian laughed as he pulled a chair toward the fire for 
Jim. *‘It’s nothing new, Jim. We all knew about the lottery 
held in Savannah in October.”’ 

Jim glanced toward Mary and Callista as he said, ‘‘Did 
you know your holdings are in the middle: of one of the 
forty-acre tracts that were given, Brian?’’ 

Brian sat up with a start and removed his pipe from his 
mouth, ‘‘That can’t be so, Jim. I laid claim to this land 
when I settled here.’’ 

“That I know, but there’s a man in town who says 
different. He won the lottery in Savannah, and he’s asked 
me to bring him out here tomorrow.’’ I wanted to see you 
before I agreed:”’ 

“‘T appreciate that, Jim, but I’m sure there has been a 
mistake. There has to be. I’ve just now begun to find 
nuggets that pay,’’ Brian said, looking to his wife and 
daughter for confirmation. 

Mary’s eyes reflected her concern. ‘‘What does this 
mean, Brian?’’ she asked. 

Shaking his head, his voice betraying his worry. ‘‘That I 
don’t know, Mary. The government has been trying to 
settle this area by giving plots of forty acres apiece to the 
people chosen in the lottery. But one thing is for sure—no 
one is going to get my land.’’ 

““Then what should I do, Brian?’’ Jim asked. 
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‘Bring him out. If you don’t, someone else will, and 
I'd prefer that it be a friend who brings him. Let’s just 
hope there has been a mistake or there’s bound to be 
trouble because I’m not leaving my land, lottery or no.”’ 

“All right, Brian, I'll bring him late tomorrow after- 
noon if that’s all right. That’ll give you time to look into 
the situation.’ 

‘‘Aye, but I doubt if I can do anything until | meet with 
this man. He might have made a mistake. Let us pray it be 
so.”’ 

“Well, I'll be saying my good nights, and I'll see you 
tomorrow.”’ 

As the door closed behind the guide, Brian turned to his 
wife and daughter. Neither spoke as they watched him run 
his hand through his hair: A worried expression came over 
his face, and a muscle pulsed in his jaw. ‘‘I think PI! go to 
bed,’’ he said finally, though he looked far from sleepy. 

Mary stood as Brian started toward the bedroom. “‘I 
‘think we’ve all had a tiring day and we should get what 
rest we can.”’ 

She kissed Callista on the forehead and said, *‘Sleep 
well and don’t worry. Everything will be all right.”’ 

Callista forced a smile to her lips. ‘‘I guess I’ll get as 
much sleep as you do. Good night, Papa. Good night Mary 
and may God biess.”’ 

Brian stopped at the door and turned to face the two 
women. He smiled sadly and said, ‘‘I have already been 
blessed. Let’s hope it continues.”’ 


After a restless night, Callista awoke to find that she had 
overslept. Brian had already gone to the digging, and 
Mary was busily preparing his midday meal. 

‘“‘Good morning. Did you sleep well?’’ Mary asked as 
Callista settled into a chair. 
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‘Yes, once I finally got to sleep. But you don’t look as 
if you slept at all.”’ 

“T slept a few hours, but I don’t believe your father 
closed his eyes all night.”’ 

“Is he really that worried? Surely someone can’t just 
come and take your land away from you.”’ 

‘That may be so if you have bought the land. But you 
See, we just settled on it, and Brian hasn’t made a big 
enough strike to put a claim in at the land office. We 
didn’t do anything different than most of the others around 
here. It’s just that theirs weren’t given in the lottery.’’ 

Callista rose from the chair and looked out the window 
as she said, ‘‘I don’t understand all of it. I don’t see how 
land can be given in a lottery. Is Papa going to fight it?’’ 

‘“That you can be sure of. He won’t stand still for this. 
He feels that it was the Indian’s land, and now it is his by 
the same right. They settled it and so did we. I just hope 
he can work something out with the gentleman.’ 

Callista looked at Mary’s worried expression and said, 
‘Is Papa’s lunch ready? I’d like to take it to him.”” 

“It will be ready in a short while, but do you think you 
should walk through the snow in your condition?”’ 

Callista smiled as she glanced down at her protruding 
belly. ‘‘I need the exercise and I'll be careful, so don’t 
start worrying about me as well.’’ 

“‘AUl right, if you promise to be careful. The snow’s not 
deep, but you could slip and that wouldn’t do you any 
good.”’ 

“‘T promise,’’ Callista said as she slipped her cape about 
her shoulders. She needed to get out, and the walk would 
help ease the apprehension she felt. It had been with her 
since Jim’s visit. She could not understand why she felt a 
sense of doom hanging over her, but she knew she could 
not stay cooped up in the cabin all day to wait until her 
father had spoken to the man from the lottery. 
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Callista took her time and enjoyed the crisp cold air and 
the soft snow beneath her feet. It was beautiful. Only the 
small tracks of animals marred the fresh winter blanket 
that covered the trees and the land in its icy folds. She 
watched the sparrows and bright red birds as they searched 
for food. She smiled as a white-tailed rabbit ran across her 
path. If it were not for her father’s worries, Callista knew 
she would be completely happy. She felt fulfilled as she 
placed her hand over her swelling stomach. 

‘*How could I have ever hated you, little one. It was not 
your fault, and I’ll make it up to you when you get here. ri 
give you all the love I possess.’’ As if in answer, the babe 
gave a sharp kick, and Callista patted the spot as she said 
softly, ‘‘Don’t be mean to your mother, young man.’’ The 
instant the order left her lips, the memory of bright blue 
eyes fringed with thick black lashes crossed her mind. She 
closed her eyes briefly to try to shut out the vision. ‘‘I love 
the babe, but not the father,’’ she told herself and walked 
~ on toward the digging. 

Climbing the small rise, Callista saw her father in deep 
conversation with two other men. She called out to him to 
help her down the snow-covered bank. 

Brian came to give her assistance, but her eyes were no 
longer on her father. His visitor was tall with black hair, 
its wings of gray a striking contrast to his all-black attire. 
The fire-blue eyes twinkled when they alighted on Callista, 
surveying her from head to toe and taking note of her 
condition. His full lips curved into a mocking smile that 
gave just a hint of the perfect white teeth. 

Everything began to whirl, and Callista reached blindly 
for her father for support. Brian saw his daughter’s ashen 
face and the look of horror in her eyes. He did not 
understand what caused her distress until he heard her say 
faintly, ‘“Corbin.”’ 

The man who was now trying to take Brian’s land, had 
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first taken his daughter. Bile rose in Brian’s throat. It was 
a kind of rage he’d not felt since his days on board ship, 
compounded by his fatherly indignation. ‘‘Sir, it seems 
you know my daughter.”’ 

Wolfram bowed elegantly, doffing an imaginary hat, ‘‘I 
have had the privilege, sir, of making the young lady’s 
acquaintance. She was a passenger on my ship, the 
Peregrine, when we sailed from England several months 
past.”’ 

Wolfram with his own words had confirmed Brian’s 
suspicions. Now he would have nothing to doubt after he’d 
killed him. Bending down to ascertain that Callista was all 
right, he heard her whisper, ‘‘No.’’ But it was already too 
late. Wolfram had proven his own guilt. 

Corbin saw the flush of anger on Brian’s face and the 
fear written on Callista’s, but he did not fully realize why 
until Brian turned on him. ‘‘Sir, you will never know how 
glad I am to find that you are the scoundrel who mistreated 
my daughter. And doubly so to find that you are that same 
man who’s come to take my land. Now Ill have no 
misgivings while I beat you to death.’’ 

Wolfram did not move as Brian advanced on him, but as 
the man drew near, he slipped back his cape to reveal a 
pistol, cocked and ready. ‘‘Sir, if I were you, I would not 
come any closer. You will find I’m a man who does not 
care to be beaten, nor do I care for your accusations 
against my character. Now if you will calm yourself, we 
might discuss our disagreements. ”’ 

Wolfram did not lower the pistol, even as Callista ran to 
her father. ‘‘Papa, he will kill you. Please, Papa, think of 
Mary and the boys. I am not worth that!”’ 

A smile that did not reach his eyes appeared on Wolfram’s 
lips. *‘1 would listen to the lady if I were you, sir. I agree 
fully with her. She is not worth that. No matter how much 
you treasure her, your life is more valuable.’’ 
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Callista’s face was a mirror of the fear and hurt she. felt. 
She was sure now that he hated her. Even the way in 
which he looked at her confirmed that he thought no more 
of her than an insect under foot, something he could crush 
in an instant. She pressed herself closer to her father. The 
day had been shattered by this dark, destructive man. He 
had smashed it as he had ruined everything else in Callista’s 
life, and her hand moved in a protective gesture to her 
stomach. 

Wolfram noted the gesture and raised a finely arched 
brow in question. But there was no answer from Callista. 
Shrugging, he said, ‘“Now, sir, can we finish our business? 
It is cold here, and I think it would be wise to end this 
once and for all. Are you interested in buying this property 
or not?”’ 

Jim McLeod had watched the scene with interest. His 
curiosity had been satisfied. The man from Savannah was 
the father of Callista’s babe. He had thought it was John 
Ross, and he did not like the taste the name left in his 
mouth. But no. As he looked at Wolfram, Jim was glad 
that he was the child’s father. There were sparks between 
the sires, but that made life interesting. If only Brian did 
not kill him first. ‘Brian, Mr. Wolfram has the law of the 
state on his side. He’s offering it to you at a fair price. If I 
were you, I’d take it.’ 

Brian looked at his friend. “‘] know you're right, Jim, 
but there’s one catch. I don’t have the money to buy it.’ 

‘‘Well, if that’s the case, I have been wasting my time 
here, gentlemen. I will expect you to have your equipment 
off my property within the week. I have other buyers 
waiting to see if you would accept my offer. 1 explained to 
them that you would have first choice. | hope you do 
understand,’’ Wolfram said casually, his eyes still on 
Callista. 

‘“‘The hell I do. You’! not sell my land if I have 
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anything to say about it,’’ Brian said, attempting to move 
forward again. Callista’s grip tightened to stay him. 

‘‘T’m afraid that you have nothing to say in the matter, 
sir. Now if you’ll excuse me, I'll be going.”’ 

Mounting a huge black stallion, Wolfram tipped his hat. 
“It has once again been a pleasure, madam. I now see 
where you inherited your charming ways. Good day to 
you.”’ | 

As Wolfram rode away, Brian could contain his anger 
no longer, and he shook his fist threateningly in the air in 
Wolfram’s direction. ‘‘If you ever put one foot back on 
my land, it will be your last. Don’t come back, I’m 
warming you now. Don’t come back!”’ 

Wolfram did not look back. He was no longer thinking 
of Brian Drummond Smith. His thoughts were centered on 
the man’s daughter. He had thought Callista beautiful 
before, but with her pregnancy there had come a look that 
he couldn’t begin to describe. It was a beauty that came 
from deep within her, the bond she shared with the life she 
carried. But whose child was it? Could it be mine? he 
asked himself as he rode past the tall, snow-burdened 
pines. 

He’d been totally. surprised when he turned and saw 
Callista standing majestically on the snow-shrouded slope. 
He had been further astounded to see that she was with 
child. That had been the very reason for his clumsy blunder. 
He’d revealed too much, too soon. 

‘‘My God, but she’s beautiful,’’ he said as he remem- 
bered the feel of her skin beneath his hand and her softness 
as he entered her. 

‘‘Damn her,’’ he said, startling his mount as he remem- 
bered the agonizing weeks he had searched Savannah and 
the surrounding area for Callista. He had been nearly out 
of his mind as he rode through the streets of the city and 
then to the outskirts where the free men of color and the 
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poor white trash lived. After searching for her for several 
weeks, Corbin finally realized that he would not find 
Callista. He spent another week with Sarah while he drank 
himself into a stupor to deaden the emptiness he felt. After 
that he had found Sarah another position and returned once 
more to his bachelor existence without women. - 

Corbin had thrown himself into his business, and when 
Charles and Richard had signed up for the lottery, he never 
expected to be chosen. He had decided to venture north to 
the gold fields in the hope that it would help to rid himself 
of Callista. Now, just as the memory of her was beginning 
to fade, she was back in his life. 

Callista would have fallen had not Brian held her. Her 
knees were shaking as she leaned on her father’s arm. 
‘Papa, I’m so sorry. If it had not been for me, you might 
have been able to bargain with that monster. But he hates 
me,’’ she said as at last the sobs broke from her. 

Jim McLeod watched Wolfram ride out of sight. Hate, / 
wouldn't say that myself. No man reacts to the sight of a 
woman he hates as Mr. Wolfram has. Ho, this is going to 
be one heck of an affair, for that one will be back, he 
thought. 

Between the two, they managed to get Callista onto 
Jim’s horse and back to the cabin. At the sight of Mary’s 
concerned face, Callista broke into sobs again. “‘Mary, oh, 
Mary, he’s here, and Papa is going to lose his jand be- 
cause of me.”’ 

Brian shook his head as he led Callista into the house. 
Mary hurried to fetch.a warm blanket to wrap about the 
distraught young woman. .- 

“It’s my fault, Mary. If it had not been for me, he 
might have sold the land to Papa.”’ 

Brian and Jim pulled up two straight-backed, split-bottom 
chairs and warmed themselves by the fire. ‘“Nay, lass, ‘tis 
not because of you that I canna buy the land. ’Tis for the 
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lack of money. He still offered to sell it to me after he had 
seen you.’’ Brian’s Scottish brogue was more prominent as 
he spoke, and Callista wiped her eyes as she listened to the 
soft burr. It helped to ease the hurt of seeing Wolfram 
again and refocused her attention on Tantallon. We don’t 
need this land, she thought. We can go home to Tantallon. 

Impulsively, Callista reached out, and took Brian’s hand, 
and squeezed it. ‘‘Papa, let’s go home to Tantallon. Please 
let’s go home.”’ 

Brian returned the pressure of her hand, and he took 
Mary’s with his other hand. ‘‘Aye, that is my plan for the 
future. To restore Tantalion for you and the boys. To have 
little Drummonds once more climbing its gray walls. Aye, 
it’s a great dream, but we must have the gold for it to 
come true.”’ 

**But, Papa, how are you going to get the gold if you 
lose your land? Corbin, I—mean Captain Wolfram will not 
change his mind. He’s a hard man. I know him and he 
hates me, and because of that, he will not let you stay.” 

“*Nay, lass, he will not take my land. I’) see him dead 
and in hell first,’’ Brian said as his eyes narrowed into 
angry slits. ‘‘He’ll not live long if he tries to take what is 
mine. He has done that once but no more.”’ 

Callista could not look at her father. She lowered her 
eyes as the tears spilled onto her cheeks. It was more than 
the iand that made her father want to kill the man. It was 
what he had done to her, and she felt guilty for having 
brought this new burden to him. She knew she must stop 
this terrible thing from happening. She hated Corbin, but 
she did not want him dead. 

Callista trembled, not knowing how to stop further con- 
frontations between Wolfram and her father. Seeing his 
daughter’s discomfort, Brian patted her hand gently. ‘‘Don’t 
be concerned. I will handle everything. No one will harm 
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us, of that I can assure you. Now let Mary put you to bed 
before you catch your death.”’ 

Callista raised her eyes to her father’s face as he gently 
wiped away her tears. ‘‘Go along now, child, and rest. 
You have been through enough today.”’ 

With a trembling sigh, Callista slowly got to her feet 
and Jet Mary lead her to bed. There was nothing she could 
say or do to change her father. He would do what he saw 
fit. No one, not Mary nor herself, would change his mind. 

Hours later Callista listened as Brian and Jim discussed 
the events of the day, and she made a decision. She would 
rise early, slip from the cabin, and go to Auraria to meet with 
the man who had brought so much misery to her life. She 
would beg if necessary to get him to sell his land to her 
father. If that did no good, perhaps he would trade the land 
for her services. 

Laying her hand on her swollen abdomen, she thought, 
He may not want me like this even though it’s his child 
that I carry. 

Sleep would not come as Callista lay during the long 
night, contemplating the outcome of her meeting with 
Corbin. It would be unpleasant. Corbin Wolfram would not 
make it easy for her. She had flaunted her pride to him too 
many times for him to easily accede to her wishes. 

Before the gray fingers of dawn spread across the sky, 
Callista dressed and made her way from the silent cabin. It 
was bitter cold, yet Callista’s thoughts kept her mind away 
from the physical discomfort. 

She saddled Brian’s bay mare and climbed awkwardly 
into the saddle, settling her bulky figure as comfortably as 
possible. The mare pranced and snorted as Callista urged 
her from the warmth of the shelter and into the snow. She 
nudged her with her heels until they were headed down the 
path toward Auraria, traveling at a fast trot. 

The snow began to fall once again as Callista rode 
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through the white forest. She paid little heed to it, for her 
mind had drifted to the many times she and Corbin had 
been together. She blushed at the remembrance of their 
passionate encounters and shifted uneasily in the saddle at 
the thought of his hands on her body, his lips teasing her 
to response. He was her enemy, but he was also the man 
who had shown her pleasures beyond anything she could 
have imagined. 

The icy wind brought tears to her eyes. What had those 
moments meant to her? Nothing more than the release of 
her own lustful needs, no different from Corbin, she as- 
sured herself. 

Now she was riding back into the trap that he had 
designed for her. Even after she was physically free of 
Corbin, she had tried to rid herself of his memory by 
giving herself to John. But that had not worked either. 
She’d needed Corbin, but she’d be damned if she’d ever 
let him know. She would beg and plead for her father, 
never for herself or the baby she carried. 

Through the trees, Callista could already see the snow- 
covered roofs of the log and slab buildings of Auraria. It 
was early, but the town was already bustling with activity. 
Chimney’s smoked as early morning fires were fueled to 
cook the hearty breakfasts required by the miners. 

The snow of the street had been trampled into muddy 
slush. It still amazed Callista to find so many people in the 
wilderness. But once. it was learned that gold had been 
discovered, there was no keeping them away from it. So 
many were like her father, with dreams of striking it rich. 

As Callista dismounted in front of the Cherokee Hotel, 
she received a few quizzical glances, but no one bothered 
to wonder long why a beautiful pregnant woman would be 
about so early in the morning. Too many people passed 
through the town on their own business for her to be an 
object of curiosity. 
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The desk clerk gave Callista Wolfram’s room number 
without a flicker of interest. Callista quickly made her way 
up the narrow flight of stairs and paused in front of 
Wolfram’s door. Her courage seemed to evaporate, and 
she forced herself to straighten her back and knock on the 
door. There was no answer. After a few moments, she 
knocked once more. After what seemed like hours to 
Callista, she heard Corbin growl, ‘‘Come in, damn it!”’ 

Tentatively Callista opened the door and looked in. 
Corbin was still in bed. He was propped on one elbow, 
with his tousled head resting on his hand, the other 
casually beneath the covers. A glass filled with whiskey 
sat on the nearby table while an empty liquor bottle lay on 
the floor where it had fallen. 

As she entered, a slow smile played on his lips. “‘Now 
to what do I owe this honor, -madam?”’ | 

Callista closed the door and leaned against it for support. 
She could not find her voice as she stared at the arrogantly 
handsome face. 

Sitting up abruptly, Corbin threw back the covers and 
removed the pistol, which he had concealed. Seeing it, 
Callista paled and her eyes widened in fright. 

Wolfram noted the expression and smiled as he laid the 
pun on the table. ‘‘By God, woman, are you going to 
stand there all day and stare? State your business and then 
get out.”’ 

Callista’s lips trembled. It had seemed a lot easier when 
she’d imagined the scene than it was now with Corbin in 
front of her, impatient and belligerent. “I’ve come to 
speak to you about my father,’’ she said finally. 

Wolfram reached for his pants and pulled them over his 
lean thighs as he stood up. Fastening his belt, he said, 
“Pve nothing to discuss about your father, madam. So if 
that is why you have awakened me at this ungodly hour, 
then you have wasted your time and mine.”” 
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Callista stepped forward and said, ‘You can’t take his 
land.”’ 

Wolfram raised his brow quizzically. **Oh, no? I beg to 
differ with you. | own that forty acres, and it is mine to 
do with as I see fit.”’ 

Callista’s fear was forgotten as her temper flared. “‘It is 
not your land. He settled it, and you have no right to come 
in and take something that means so much to him. He’s 
worked hard for those few acres.”’ 

Wolfram stood fast. He had no intention of releasing his 
claim no matter how much she cried and pleaded. “*I have 
a deed that says it is mine. I don’t need anything else.”’ 

Callista was enraged. ‘‘But, you-—-you don’t care about 
it and he does. It doesn’t mean your future; you own ships 
and I don’t know what else. You have everything and my 
father has only his land. Why can’t you please just leave 
him alone. It’s me you hate, not him. Please, Corbin, I 
beg of you.”’ 

Wolfram pulled away from the hand Callista laid on his 
arm. Callista’s ironic statement brought a mocking smile 
to his lips. ‘‘I offered to sell the land to him, but he 
refused to buy. I don’t see that I owe your father any other 
consideration.”’ 

Callista let her hand drop to her side as she looked up 
into the hard blue eyes. ‘‘Corbin, ’'m begging you to let 
him stay. If you want me to leave, I will go, but please 
leave my family to their land. Don’t punish two small boys 
and their parents because of me. Josiah always said you 
were a hard man but a fair one. Please, Corbin, be fair 
with them. I’! do anything you want if you will leave 
them be.’’ Callista bowed her head with shame. She could 
not look into his face and see the ridicule that she knew 
she would find there. 

“‘Is that your price? You will be my whore if I leave 
your family on their small piece of red clay?’’ he asked 
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coldly as he watched the expressions play across Callista’s 
face. Corbin knew what it had cost her to lay her pride 
aside and beg him for mercy, but he could not keep 
himself from saying those bitter words. In a measure he 
was paying her back for the worry that she had caused 
him. 

Callista nodded her head but did not look up. Corbin’s 
strong fingers forced her to look up as he raised her chin. 
He gazed into her sorrowful eyes and lowered his lips to 
hers as he pulled her into his arms. As her body pressed 
against his, Corbin was reminded of her condition and 
quickly released her. He stared down at her swollen 
abdomen. 

A strange expression fleetingly crossed his face. Callista 
could not read it until she heard his words. “‘So you offer 
yourself to me, but you come with liabilities, my dear. 
Whose seed grows within you? Is it the savage’s or John 
Ross’s or that of some other man who has crossed your 
path?’’ 

Callista jerked away from Corbin and stared at him with 
angry eyes. Yellow sparks leaped in their amber depths as 
she spat, ‘‘It’s none of your concern. M—my child does 
not enter into this agreement.’’ 

Wolfram threw back his head and laughed. ‘Not enter 
into the agreement? I think it does, my dear, for I can’t 
hold you in my arms without it coming between us.”’ 

Callista put a protective hand over her stomach. She 
realized that Corbin was right and that her mission had 
been a failure from the beginning. Tears sprang into her 
eyes, and she lowered her lashes as she tried to rush past 
Corbin. He stayed her with his hand and forced her to look 
at him. 

‘Does the child belong to me?’’ 
Callista tried to avoid his gaze as she glanced in every 
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idirection except into his searching eyes. “‘It’s none of your 
concern.”’ 

Corbin’s fingers bit into her chin. “‘Damn it, Callista! 
I’m tired of your games. It is my child, isn’t it? Or you 
would be shouting out the father’s identity just to provoke 
me.’ 

Callista straightened her back. With eyes flashing she 
said, ““Yes, you’re the father, but it’s not your child. It is 
mine, do you understand? You might have taken me with- 
out thought of the consequences, but you won’t take my 
child. Do you understand, Corbin Wolfram? Jt is mine.’’ 

Brushing past Wolfram, she opened the door and. started 
to leave as she heard him say, “‘Even for your father’s 
land?’’ 

Callista stopped in mid-stride and turned slowly to face 
him. Could she sacrifice her own unborn child for her 
family? She feit she had no option. She had not considered 
the child when she set out on this mission, and now she 
was forced to choose. Callista’s shoulders slumped as she 
slowly walked back into the room and closed the door. She 
removed her cape and sat on the solitary chair. She did not 
speak. She could find no words. 

Wolfram felt his chest tighten as he gazed at the de- 
feated young woman. He had won, but strangely he did 
not feel the victor. 

‘*t will take the deed to your father this morning,’’ he 
said as he slipped on his shirt. Callista remained silent, but 
stared down at her hands folded in her lap. His words did 
not ease her pain. “‘I will also tell him that we are leaving 
immediately for Savannah.”’ 

Callista glanced up sharply at his words, and he continued, 
**] don’t want my child born in the wilderness.”’ 

‘But can’t | see them at least once more? They’re my 
family.”’ 

‘‘] don’t think that would be wise. It will only upset 
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you, and I don’t want anything to happen to the babe. I 
will get a carriage, and we will leave tomorrow morning. 
You are still not so far advanced that a journey would 
harm the child.”’ 

Wolfram took several papers from the drawer and left 
the room without another word. Callista watched as the 
door closed behind him and allowed the tears that had 
threatened to come. 

Hours passed and Callista lay glassy-eyed on the rum- 
pled bed. Her tears had long ceased, and she lay exhausted, 
unable to sleep. She wondered whether she had made the 
right decision. Her thoughts flitted from family to child, 
bounding back and forth, ending with her feelings still 
unsettled. 

The door suddenly flung open, and Wolfram entered the 
room. Blood was splattered over his white linen shirt, and 
his eye was beginning to turn black. There was dried blood 
at the edge of his nostrils. He smiled ruefully at her then 
began to wash his battered face. 

Callista could not speak until he had dried himself. A 
shiver ran up her spine as she forced the words from her 
throat. ‘‘Who hit you?’’ | 

‘*‘Need you ask? But as I once told your father, ’'m not 
a man who likes to be beaten.’’ Wolfram slumped into the 
chair and began to pull off his mud-caked boots. 

‘*My father did that to you?”’ 

Wolfram nodded as he grimaced with the pain of his 
sore ribs. 

Callista was on her feet in an instant, putting on her 
cape. ‘“Where do you think you’re going?”’ 

‘*To my father!’’ she said firmly and strode toward the 
door. 

‘*No, you can’t!’” Wolfram grabbed her arm and swung 
her about to face him. 
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\“¥es, I can. ’'m going to him whether you like it or 
not. Now if you will please release me.”’ 

Wolfram saw the determination in her face and released 
his hold. ‘‘Callista,’’ he said menacingly, ‘‘I will not have 
you trying to escape me again. This child is mine, and I 
intend to have it no matter who tries to stop me. Do you 
understand? No one had better stand in my way.”’ 

Callista looked up into his cold blue eues and realized 
that she had never encountered this side of Corbin’s nature. 
He had been violent, but now the tone of his voice was 
deadly. She was frightened, but she would not be deterred 
nor would she ask any favor of him. “‘I won’t run away 
from you again. All I want is to see my father and to 
ascertain that he is all right.”’ 

Wolfram threw back his head and laughed. ‘‘He’s all 
right except for a few bruises. I left his wife doctoring him 
at the digging. By now he is already back at work, I assure 
you.”’ 

Despite Corbin’s reassurances, Callista felt she had to 
see her father before she left and soon reached the cabin 
she had learned to love so well. She stopped long enough 
at the farm to see that Mary had not returned from the 
digging. This puzzled Callista for she knew that Mary 
would not leave the boys for long periods by themselves. 
It had been several hours since Corbin had left them. 

As Callista began to remount the bay, she stopped and 
stared at the scene before her eyes. Her father and Mary 
lay on the white snow with their blood scarring the purity 
of it. Their arms were wrapped about each other as if even 
in death they wanted to be together. 

Callista felt a stab of pain across her abdomen as she 
realized that she had had one of her terrifying visions. 
Mounting the horse, she rode recklessly to the digging, 
praying with every step that she had not seen into the 
future. 


254 


CALLISTA 


As she dismounted above the digging, another cramp 
clamped a steely hand about her and she doubled over. 
Paying little heed to the pain, Callista rushed to the bank 
overlooking the area. 

She saw Brian and Mary as she knew she would find ~ 
them. Waves of pain descended upon her, and she grabbed 
her abdomen with a groan. Her vision blurred on the scene 
of horror, and before she lost consciousness, the thought 
flickered through her pain-glazed mind, Why, Corbin? 

Callista fell heavily and rolled down the snow-covered 
bank to lie at the feet of the man and woman she had 
loved so dearly for so short a while. 


20 


Chapter 10 


Byes of pain washed over Callista, pounding her body 
as if it were a shell on the ocean floor. Sweat poured from 
her, and she pushed the heavy furs away from her feverish 
flesh. She. lingered in a state between consciousness and 
delirium. 

Strong bronzed hands covered her once again with the 
soft pelts. Solemn dark eyes watched the white woman 
with concern. Brave Fox had seen Callista as she rode to 
the digging and found her father and stepmother. He'd 
been hunting in the area and had come across their bodies 
a few minutes before he heard Callista ride up. Knowing 
that if he were seen near the white man’s digging, he 
would be blamed for their murders, Brave Fox hid nearby 
and watched as Callista discovered her parents. He had 
seen her collapse and had recognized his Little Bird as the 
hood slipped from her head when she fell. 

Moving swiftly, Brave Fox ran to Callista. His heart 
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seemed to falter when he saw the fresh blood that began to 
soak the snow about her. It was not a brave’s work to help 
a woman during labor, but Brave Fox did not hesitate to 
give assistance to this white woman who had stolen his 
heart so many months before. 

Pressing her unconscious form closer, Brave Fox carried 
Callista swiftly through the cold bleak woods to a bark 
shanty. It was one of the few left standing. Many had been 
torn down, for there were no longer any Indians to share 
such quarters. At one time the shanties were located all 
over the Cherokee territory. They were regarded as com- 
mon property, and all Indian travelers shared them. 

Brave Fox sat by the pallet and watched as beads of 
sweat rolled down Callista’s cheeks and came to rest against 
her damp raven hair. Her agony was his as he tended her 
feverish thrashings. He had given her herbs to help the 
fever, yet they had done little good. He had done all he 
knew and now waited for the crisis. 

Callista’s body had rid itself of its burden soon after 
Brave Fox had brought her to the shanty. It had been a 
small, perfectly formed male infant. 

As Brave Fox wrapped his small burden in a soft fur for 
burial, his chest constricted with pain. He knew the agony 
Little Bird must endure after she recovered from her ordeal. 
If she recovered... . 

He pushed that thought away. Brave Fox knew that she 
must live for his sake as well as her own. He might not 
have the right to love her, but he did. 

After leaving her with the white man, Brave Fox had 
traveled swiftly north. He knew if he stayed near enough 
to the one he called Little Bird, he would be driven to see 
her again, and that would mean trouble for them both. He 
had never expected to find her again. 

Callista’s cry broke the Indian’s reverie, and he leaned 
close to hear her words. He could not understand and 
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shook his head in bewilderment. He stroked her hot forehead, 
and it seemed to soothe her until she tossed back the furs 
once more. ‘‘Corbin, no!’’ she cried. She fought desper- 
ately to escape his strong grip, but her strength failed, and 
she sank back against the soft pallet. A shiver shook her 
thin frame, and Brave Fox knew that the crisis was at 
hand. 

Her brow was still hot, but Callista’s teeth chattered and 
her body trembied. Brave Fox forced hot herbal drinks 
down her parched throat. But they did little to soothe her. 

As the hours passed, Brave Fox kept his silent vigil. 
From time to time he would rekindle the fire to keep the 
freezing temperatures from invading the bark dwelling. 
The only sounds to penetrate the cold, dark night were the 
crackling flames and Callista’s delirious mutterings. 

Near dawn, as the blue velvet sky began to lighten to a 
soft dove-gray, Callista regained consciousness. Her eyes 
widened in fear when she saw the dark gleaming eyes of 
the Indian. Then recognition set in. A weak smile touched 
her lips as she whispered, ‘‘Brave Fox.”’ 

He placed a lean, bronzed hand to her forehead and 
found it cool to the touch. “‘Little Bird is better now. The 
fever is gone.”’ 

Callista could not comprehend his meaning, and she 
searched her memory. Then everything came flooding back. 
Instinctively her hand sought the soft mound of flesh that 
harbored her babe. A cry of anguish escaped her cracked 
lips when she found her abdomen flat. 

Blinded by tears Callista held out a weak and trembling 
hand toward Brave Fox. He took it within his own strong 
grasp as if he could take some of her pain away. Kneeling 
beside Callista, he cradled her against his hard chest as she 
wept. 

Brave Fox was silent. There were no words he could 
say to comfort Callista. Whatever he said would be 
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inadequate. He could only offer his strength and his love 
in this time of need. 

Callista’s body was too weak for her to continue her 
grief. Soon the tears stopped, and she passed into an 
exhausted sleep. Gently Brave Fox lay the sleeping young 
woman on the pallet and smoothed back her tangled ebony 
hair. He kissed her forehead and touched his lips to each 
eye, tasting her bitter tears. 

As he watched her chest rise and fall evenly, he knew 
that the fever had broken. But would she recover from the 
loss of her child? Brave Fox had seen too much of life to 
believe that.a person always regained the strength of will. 
Had he not seen strong braves will themselves to death 
rather than leave the land they loved? 

Brave Fox’s dark eyes glittered brightly as he gazed 
down at the lovely white woman. She had courage and a 
determined spirit when he had first met her on that de- 
serted beach. The days to come would decide whether 
she’d kept those essential qualities that made her the Little 
Bird he loved so much. 


Weeks passed and Callista’s body began to heal, yet 
Brave Fox worried over her quietness. Her eyes did not 
sparkle with the lights of gold as they once had, and she 
sat for many hours by their small fire, silently watching 
the flames. She bit her lower lip pensively and clasped her 
hands loosely in her lap. From time to time Brave Fox saw 
the glimmer of tears on her long lashes, but Callista had 
not cried openly since the night she had learned of the loss 
of her child. She had not mentioned it nor the death of her 
parents. It was as if she had closed off that part of the past, 
but Brave Fox knew that she had not. He saw too much 
hurt beneath the surface when she looked at him. 

Seating himself next to Callista on the earthen floor, 
Brave Fox threw a few twigs on the fire. ‘‘Little Bird, I 
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have brought you something.’’ When he detected not even 
a flicker of interest in her eyes, he placed the small leather 
flask in her hand. 

Callista glanced at it and then at Brave Fox, and he read 
the question in her eyes. ‘‘It is the water from the healing 
spring. It will make you better.”’ 

Callista tried to smile to show that she appreciated his 
effort, but the attempt failed, and she set the flask on the 
floor. She looked wearily back into the fire, dismissing 
Brave Fox’s gesture. The Indian took the flask, poured the 
water into a small carved bowl, and placed it in Callista’s 
slack grip. ““Drink, Little Bird. It is the drink of Princess 
Trablyta. A gift from the Gods.”’ 

A spark of interest flared in Callista’s eyes, and Brave 
Fox took advantage of it. ‘“Princess Trablyta,’’ he continued, 
‘‘lived near the spring and was very beautiful. It is said by 
the chieftains that many strong braves tried to woo the fair 
maid into marriage, but she refused all who came. She 
would not leave the waters that flowed from beneath the 
earth. Many years passed and still the princess remained 
by her spring. Time did not fade her beauty, she was still 
the most desired of all maidens. 

‘“One chieftain became so entranced with her beauty, he 
had her kidnapped and taken back to his village. Princess 
Trablyta begged them to return her to her home, yet they 
did not. The chief went away to battle, leaving the beauti- 
ful maiden to be watched so that she could not escape 
before his return. After many moons the chief returned 
from battle expecting to find the lovely creature he desired. 
But when he entered the hut, he saw a withered old 
woman. The once beautiful princess begged him to return 
her to her beloved home so she could die in peace. The 
chieftain did as she asked and took her back to the spring. 
She died soon after and now her grave is covered with 
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stones, tribute from the braves who have come to offer the 
respect her beauty deserved.”’ 

Brave Fox looked at Callista, hoping his story had 
pleased her and that she’d drink the water. It was a happy 
myth, or so he had thought, until he-saw the tears brim in 
Callista’s eyes. She lowered her head, and her long hair 
fell about her, obscuring her features. 

Brushing back the shining mass of hair, Brave Fox 
raised her chin and peered into her eyes. Callista tried to 
avoid his penetrating dark gaze, but he held her still. 
‘‘Raindrops of sorrow fall because dark skies surround 
Little Bird’s heart.’’ 

Cailista pressed her eyes shut, unable to relinquish her 
sorrow. ‘“‘Time will heal your hurt, and you will be at 
peace as Princess Trablyta was when she was returned to 
her spring. Now drink the healing water and let it help 
you.”’ 

Callista fell into Brave Fox’s arms and hugged him 
close. ‘‘No healing water can help me. It cannot stop the 
pain I feel, and time only adds to my sorrow.”’ 

Stroking the mass of curls that cascaded about her slen- 
der shoulders, Brave Fox said, ‘“Tell me about your grief, 
Little Bird, and let me share your pain.”’ 

Shaking her head, Callista said in a hoarse whisper, *‘I 
can’t,’ and closed her eyes to shut out the vision of her 
father and Mary lying in the snow. She knew she could not 
tell Brave Fox of the anguish she felt each time she 
thought of them, nor of the cold empty feeling that touched 
her very being at.the loss of her child. Squeezing her eyes 
tighter, she stopped the new flow of tears. The babe. At 
first she had hated it with an intensity that frightened her, 
but once she felt the first movements of life, her hatred 
crumbled until she loved beyond all things the small life 
that grew beneath her breasts. 

Callista had tried to keep the depth of her feelings 
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secret, yet Mary had known from the beginning that she 
would be unable to hate the child. It had been Corbin’s 
fault. Corbin! His name sent a new wave of anguish 
through Callista. 

Until she’d seen her father and Mary, she had not 
realized her true feelings about him. She knew now that 
she had not offered herself to him for her father alone. She 
had loved Corbin Wolfram, the man who had not shown in 
any way that he might have feelings for her, the man who 
had murdered her parents. 

Callista had no doubts that he had killed them. He had 
as much as admitted his guilt when he returned from the 
digging. And from her own experiences with him, Callista 
knew he was capable of brutality. He would let nothing 
stand in his way once he’d set his mind to a course. 

Still cradling her in his arms, Brave Fox was.aware that 
Callista had slipped into the sorrow of her thoughts. When 
she did not respond to his words, he pulled her away from 
him. ‘‘It is good to feel for the dead and have reverence 
for their memory, but life does not stop with the death of a 
loved one. It travels on, growing again and again in the 
womb. You have lost one small life, but you are alive and 
can have more children. Death is a part of life—we must 
accept it and go on living. We can not bury ourselves in its 
shadows. Our ancestors would not rest peacefully in their 
eternal life if we cried out to them throughout our lives. 
Would not your father say, “‘Little Bird, look to life and 
be at peace, for I now have found mine?’’ 

Callista gazed into Brave Fox’s solemn face. She knew 
he spoke the truth, but she did not know how she could 
look to life as he said when that life had been shattered 
when the man she loved had murdered her parents. 

There was nothing left in her hfe. Brian, Mary, and her 
babe were gone. What was there to live for? she asked 
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herself. And the answer came as if carried by the wind that 
blew around the small bark shanty. Tantallon. Tantallon 
and my brothers. 

With a start Callista realized that it was the first time she 
had thought of the two small boys who were now alone in 
the world. How had they fared in her absence? Were they 
safe? Or had some harm befallen them because of her 
selfishness? She had been too wrapped up in her own grief 
to spare a thought for the small boys who had lost both 
their parents in a single day. 

Her grip tightened on Brave Fox’s arm. ‘“‘I have to get 
back to the farm. My brothers are there alone. If any harm 
has come to them because of me, I will never forgive 
myself.’’ 

‘‘Calm yourself, Little Bird. Your brothers are safe and 
are being cared for by a man with a red beard.”’ 

‘‘How do you know?”’ she asked still apprehensive until 
he told her she’d spoken of them in her delirium, and when 
he’d gone to find them, he had seen them with the giant 
man with red hair. 

‘‘I can never repay you for all you have done for me,”’ 
Callista said. 

Brave Fox’s fingers tightened on Callista’s shoulders as 
he gazed into her eyes. A strange expression played over 
his face and was then quickly gone. “*‘Drink the water and 
recover your strength before you go.’” 

Callista saw the sadness that shadowed Brave Fox’s 
dark eyes when she accepted the small bow! of water. 
They were once again of different worlds. She would go 
back to her people in Auraria, and he would go into the 
mountains of the Cherokee territory. For as long as Brave 
Fox lived, he would stay in the land of his ancestors. The 
white men were slowly taking the territory from the Indians, 
but Brave Fox knew he would never leave this land. For 
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these mountains with their smoky peaks and their swift 
flowing rivers were his heritage. They provided the essence 
of life—game and fish for his table and clothes for his 
back. Brave Fox would fight until his death to preserve 
this legacy. 
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B rave Fox left Callista near the small clearing that 
surrounded the Smith farm. He did not say goodbye or 
look at her as he strode briskly away, soon lost from view 
in the trees. 

Callista’s eyes were filled with tears as she watched his 
receding figure. She knew instinctively that this would be 
her last look at the man who had befriended her. The look 
in his dark eyes had told her as much during these last 
weeks of her convalescence. She knew Brave Fox loved 
her by the tenderness and understanding he had given. Yet 
she also realized that Brave Fox had the wisdom to know 
that she would never be able to return his love. in the way a 
woman would to a man. He sensed her feelings would 
never deepen beyond friendship. 

Turning away, Callista looked toward the small cabin. 
She saw a spiral of smoke coming from the chimney and 
several horses tethered near the door. Her heart lifted at 
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the sight of Jim McLeod’s huge mount. She was sure her 
brothers were well if Jim had been seeing to their needs. 

As her hand touched the latch of the door, she heard 
several voices raised in argument. Opening it quietly, she 
saw the backs of three men-as they sat in front of the fire 
in a heated discussion. 

‘‘Damn it, Jim, what else can we do? They don’t have 
anyone here to look after them.”’ 

‘‘Nay, I say. "Tis too soon. We can’t just send them to a 
bunch of strangers,’”’ Jim replied hotly. 

‘‘Who can’t you send to a bunch of strangers, Jim?’ 
Callista asked. The three turned so quickly that it appeared 
a bolt of lightning had shocked them. In the dimness of the 
cabin, Callista had been unable to recognize anyone except 
Jim. Now as the men turned, the light from the open door 
fell on John Ross and Corbin Wolfram. 

Callista’s gaze flickered over Jim and John, then came 
to rest on Corbin. All the heartache and fear that she had 
suffered these last months came to a head at the sight of 
him standing in her father’s cabin. 

‘“You murderer!’’ she screamed and leaped at him. She 
hit him with every ounce of strength she possessed, her 
nails raking his face. ‘‘I’ll kill you for what you did. PH 
kill you if it’s the last thing I ever do.”’ 

Jim grabbed Callista and dragged her from Wolfram. 
“Stop it!’ he ordered. ‘‘Stop! You don’t know what 
you're doing.’’ 

She strained to free herself from his hold, but finally 
realized the futility of her struggle. Her face was flushed, 
and the fine light of madness had not completely left her 
eyes as she glared at Corbin, who now tried to staunch the 
flow of blood her attack had brought. Unable to vent her 
rage, Callista trembled within Jim’s grasp. 

‘‘My God! Have you gone mad?’’ Wolfram said as he 
pressed a clean handkerchief to his cheek. 
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‘‘Here now. There is no call to be insulting, Wolfram,’”’ 
John said as he came to Callista’s defense. 

‘Insulting, hell! It’s no insult to consider someone mad 
who rushes into a room, screaming that you’re a murderer, 
and tries to claw your eyes.”’ 

Ross straightened his immaculate cravat and looked 
thoughtfully at Wolfram. “‘I’m not at all sure of that 
myself. Maybe Mistress Drummond knows something we 
do not.”’ 

Wolfram’s own anger was now at a fever pitch, and he 
took a step toward John. ‘‘Damn you to hell, Ross!”’ 

But before he could move closer, Jim shouted, “‘Now 
stop it, both of you. This is no time for a fight. We've all 
been out of our minds with worry. over this young woman 
and are a bit short-tempered, but I think it is time to think 
of her and not your own petty quarrels.”’ 

‘*Petty!”? Wolfram stormed. ‘‘He so much as called me 
a murderer as well.”’ 

The room was deadly silent for a moment, and when 
Callista spoke, the accusation, though spoken softly,. had 
the impact of a blow. “‘But you are a murderer.”’ 

Wolfram swung round and glared at Callista, still in 
Jim’s embrace. His anger had not abated as he looked at 
her. Scanning her figure with his blue gaze he realized 
something was amiss. His fury receded abruptly as the 
meaning of her trim figure registered in his brain. 

‘‘The babe? What happened?’’ he asked softly. 

He saw the tears brim in Callista’s eyes before she 
looked away. ‘‘I lost it and I’m glad. It is luck that it was 
never born. Fortunate that it never aS its sire is a 
murderer.’ 

If Callista had taken a knife and stabbed Corbin in the 
heart, she could not have hurt him more. His throat 
tightened, and he rushed from the room to keep the others 
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from seeing the involuntary tears. He felt sick to his 
stomach as he leaned silently against the log cabin. 

Wolfram’s dark lashes glimmered with wetness as he 
looked up into the blue of the winter sky. His hands 
trembled as he squeezed them into hard fists to suppress 
their movements. He sobbed for the first time since he’d 
been a child. It had been such a relief to turn and see 
Callista standing in the doorway. He had been nearly out 
of his mind with worry. He had searched the area 
thoroughly, but it seemed as if she had disappeared from 
the face of the earth. Just as he had started to rush forward 
and take her in his arms she had flown at him, hurling 
ridiculous accusations. His own anger had been so great 
that he had forgotten about the child until just a few 
moments before. 

‘‘God,’’ he said softly as he looked up. ‘‘She has reason 
enough to hate me, but to hate the babe . . . I wanted to 
make amends. I love her.’’ 

Wolfram did not look back at the cabin as he mounted 
his huge stallion and rode away. Images of the past and 
present flashed through his mind, and the picture of his 
mother and Callista merged as he rode toward Auraria. 
Both had hurt him deeply, but until now all emotional pain 
had been buried. Now each tear opened doors long shut to 
feeling. 

Wolfram saw the grief-stricken face of his mother as she 
had begged his forgiveness and the misery in her eyes 
when he had rejected her. He saw Callista on the Peregrine, 
fear in her eyes as he approached her and as she appeared 
now full of sorrow and hatred for him. 

Wolfram pulled the horse to a halt and gazed about at 
the tall timbers. They were as bare as his life without that 
amber-eyed vixen. He started to turn the horse back in 
the direction of the farm, but his pride stayed him. She hated 
him, Wolfram knew that now, and there was no way he 


268 


CALLISTA 


could claim her. The babe had been the only lever he could 
have used to get her to come to him. 

Wolfram had wanted the child because it was part of 
him, but he’d also wanted Callista. He had not hesitated 
even to use blackmail to bind her to him, and he would, if 
given the chance, use any other means that might bring 
them together. He straightened in the saddle and pushed 
his feelings back into the sealed compartment. He shut the 
door tightly and vowed that he would never open it again. 

Kicking the stallion viciously, Wolfram galloped into 
Auraria. Swinging down from the saddie, he strode into 
the hotel and to the bar where he ordered a bottle of 
whiskey. He drank in silence, then ordered another and 
staggered up the stairs. 

When he closed the door, he uncorked the second bottle 
and swallowed a large gulp. It burned as it went down, but 
Wolfram did not care. It helped keep the other pain at bay, 
the memory of Callista as she screamed, “‘Murderer!”’ 

Kicking off his boots, Wolfram lay down on the bed and 
propped himself up with the pillows. Drinking deeply from 
the bottle, he smiled cynically. ‘‘I’m a fool like any other 
man. Just like my father. A pretty face and a ripe body 
play on a man’s weaknesses.”’ 

A vision of Callista flashed across his mind. “"But no 
more, my pretty. I’m leaving this accursed place tomorrow 
and to hell with all women.’’ The liquor had done what 
was required of it. 

Wolfram took another swallow, and as the bottle slipped 
from his hand, his head fell back on the pillows. ‘*Callista, 
love, I'm sorry,’’ he murmured. 


Callista held her two brothers close and said, ‘‘That’s 
what Papa would have wanted, Jim. Will you come back 
with us?”’ 

John Ross sat silently as he watched the Scotsman pon- 
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der the question. Callista had just informed them that she 
planned to return with her two brothers to Scotland and the 
estate of Tantallon. It was what John had wanted from the 
beginning, yet he did not want Callista burdened with two 
boys and the overprotective Jim McLeod. 

John wanted her to himself so that no one could inter- 
fere with what he’d decided to do. But if this was the only 
way that he could get her to leave this godforsaken land, 
he would agree to it. He longed to see London again, to 
smell its smoky air and feel the tang of the damp fog. 

Jim glanced at Ross. He could-see the tense lines about 
his mouth as he waited for Jim’s answer, and for that 
reason Jim took his time in answering. 

Jim wanted to return to his homeland. It had been so 
long since he had seen it, but he had to consider the danger 
to himself. It had been twenty years since he had left—had 
all been forgotten about him? He fervently hoped that 
would be the case, for he loved the three young people 
who sat before him. He also did not trust John Ross. 
Something about the whole plan did not suit him. Maybe 
it’s the fact that Ross approves of it, he thought as he 
rubbed his bristly beard. Well, if Ross is up to no good, 
it’s best that I be around. 

Jim smiled down at Callista and the two boys and said, 
*“Aye, lass, Pll go with you.”’ 

Callista released her brothers and hugged Jim close. He 
is a dear man, she thought. ‘“Thank you, Jim. You’re a 
good friend to us . . . and to Papa.”’ 

John hid his irritation as he stood and said, “‘I’m glad 
you decided to join us, McLeod. Now I had better be 
going so I can make arrangements for our departure. Good 
night to you. Pll see you early in the morning.’”’ 

As they watched John ride out of sight, Callista turned 
to Jim. “‘I want the authorities. notified about Captain 
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Wolfram. He must not escape unpunished for what he 
did.”’ 

Jim shook his head as he settled himself in front of the 
fire. ‘‘Nay, lass, I’ll not do it. The man is innocent.”’ 

Callista’s bitter anger flared as she looked at her friend. 
‘*How can you say that? He is the murderer of my parents. 
I know he is.’’ 

Sadiy, Jim gazed at the distraught young woman and 
said, ‘“How do you know?”’ 

Letting out a disgusted sigh to show her agitation at his 
simplemindedness, Callista said, ‘‘He as much as admitted 
it to me the day of their death.’’ 

‘‘Nay, lass, he didn’t admit to killing Brian and Mary.”’ 

‘‘No, of course not, he’s not a fool. But he did fight 
with Papa.”’ 

‘‘Aye, he fought with Brian, but not over what you 
think. And he didn’t kill your father.’’ | 

‘*How do you know?’’ Callista challenged. 

‘‘Because I was there. Brian and Corbin fought over the 
land. Not over you. Brian was angry because Corbin 
would not let him buy it but. was giving it to him. Brian’s 
pride would not let him accept it. So there was an argu- 
ment and they fought. But when we left, Brian and Mary 
were still alive.”’ 

‘‘How can that be? I was so certain. I accused him of 
murder, and he didn’t deny it.”’ 

‘‘Lass, you didn’t give him a chance. The man had been 
half-mad to find you. And when he finally does, all you do 
is scream that he is a murderer and try to scratch out his 
eyes. Can you blame him for leaving as abruptly as he 
did?’ Jim puffed on his pipe and watched as confusion 
rushed across Callista’s face. 

Relief swept through her as the impact of Jim’s words 
finally reached her, but just as quickly as her spirits soared, . 
they plummeted. She remembered all of the cruel and 
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unjust words she’d said about Corbin. She sat before the 
fire, thinking for a while, and then turned to Jim. ‘‘I have 
to apologize to Corbin the first thing in the morning. It 
won’t change anything that has happened between us, but I 
must do it or I’ll' never to able to live with myself.”’ 

‘‘Aye, lass, that would seem to be the thing to do,’’ Jim 
said and patted her hand in reassurance. Jim knew how 
Corbin felt about Callista, but that was neither here nor 
there. It was not his place to tell her. If it was meant to be, 
they would one day work things out between them. “‘Now 
get the boys and yourself to bed. They be all tuckered out 
after the excitement of having their sister with them again.”’ 

Callista looked down at the two sleeping boys at her 
feet, her face soft with love. ‘“‘I don’t know what would 
have happened to them if you hadn’t been here after Papa 
and Mary died. You’ll never know how grateful I am to 
you.”’ 

‘‘Ah, lass, there’s no need for feeling grateful. I love 
the lads as if they were my own, and it suited me well to 
watch over them.”’ 

Jim picked up the two small boys and carried them to 
bed. As he placed a patchwork quilt over them, he said, 
‘*Now, lass, it’s time for you to be in bed. There’s much 
we have to do tomorrow if we plan to leave the day after. 
Pll sleep in your parents’ room tonight so we can ‘get an 
early start in the morning.”’ 

Callista hugged the burly Scotsman and thanked him 
again. 

‘‘Now to bed with ye, lass,’’ Jim said and quickly 
wiped his misty eyes as she left the room. 

Callista awakened early the next morning and rushed to 
Auraria to see Wolfram, but he had left for Savannah at 
the first light of dawn. 

Her brothers chatted happily in the back of the ox cart as 
Callista rode silently beside Jim. 7?’s over, she thought. 
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Corbin’s gone. Now it is done. All that began when I left 
Tantallon is now finished. Glancing at her brothers, she 
thought of their future. But it’s just beginning for you. 
You’ ll be the Lairds of Bass and the masters of Tantallon. 
There was pleasure in that thought, and Callista made a 
vow for their future. [ll keep it for you until you’ re of age. 
i’ li work my fingers to the bone if I have to, but Tantallon 
will be as it once was. You'll have the inheritance that 
Papa intended. 

Jim saw the look of grim determination come into 
Callista’s eyes as they made their way over the rough 
track, and he felt an apprehensive tightening in his chest. 
He feared for her and didn’t know how to bring back the 
gentle person he’d come to love. 

The party of five left Auraria on the following morning. 
It was cold, and though there had been no snow for 
several weeks, small patches of it remained under the heavy 
limbs of the trees. 

The journey back to Savannah would be longer than the’ 
one out, for they would be hindered by the cold and by the 
slower pace of the ox cart in which Callista and her 
brothers rode. John rode beside the cart while Jim guided 
the oxen. Slowly they made their way over the well-traveled, 
uneven track. 

It had been Jim’s decision to bring the cart. It would 
take them longer, but he had insisted that Callista had not 
regained strength enough to travel the distance on horse- 
back. 

Callista‘ was silent as they made their way along the 
rutted path. She paid little heed to the jolting cart as she 
gazed at the mountains they would soon be leaving. She 
knew it was not their grand peaks that she would miss, but 
her father’s happy smile as he made plans to take them 
back to Tantallon. With that memory came one of the 
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gentle Mary who had given Callista the love and under- 
standing of a true mother. 

Callista had knelt and prayed by the two dirt mounds of 
their graves before they had started the long journey away 
from the Smith farm. She asked their guidance in the 
future so that she might do the best for her brothers. As 
she rose to her feet, she patted the red clay and said softly, 
‘Papa, I will do my best for them. | will try to make your 
dream come true. With the gold you saved, we are going 
back to Tantallon, and soon ‘there will be young Drum- 
monds there once again. Goodbye, Papa. I love you.’’ 

She did not cry as she walked away from their graves 
and climbed into the ox cart, nor did she look back at the 
lonely mounds that rested in the shadows of the towering 
Georgia pines. 

John tried several times to bring Callista out of her 
silence, but finally gave up. When they made camp that 
evening, Callista cooked their supper over the open fire 
while the men tended the animals. Ryan and Bruce, free of 
the unaccustomed restraint of the cart, ran about exercis- 
ing their cramped muscles. 

After their meal, Callista tucked the rambunctious young- 
sters into warm blankets and quilts near the fire and 
settled herself nearby. Jim wandered away from camp in 
pursuit of small game for their morning meal. John took 
this quiet time as the right moment to have a serious talk 
with Callista. Seating himself beside her, he placed his 
arm about her slender shoulders and drew her to him. 
Callista stiffened, puzzled by his behavior. He felt her 
resistance and released her, genuinely surprised by her 
reaction to him. ‘‘Callista, it’s been so long since I have 
held you. Do you know how much I’ve missed you? The 
time in South Carolina was very lonely,’’ he said as he 
kissed her brow. 

Callista pulled away from him. She did not look into his 
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face, but stared at the flickering flames of the campfire. 
“Tm sorry, John, but it’s too soon. I’m not the same 
person you left in that small mining town. Too much has 
happened since then.”’ 

John tried to keep the irritation from his voice as he 
took Callista’s-hand into his own and touched it to his lips. 
“*] know and I understand. You’ve had a great shock, and 
it will take time for your wounds to heal. But remember, 
I'll be here if you need me.’’ 

Callista’s eyes softened as she placed her hand to his 
smooth-shaven cheek. *“Thank you. I wish that everything 
could be as it once was between us, but I fear it never will.”’ 

John squeezed her hand, a look of hope and compassion 
in his face. “‘It will take time, but I think you will be that 
passionate young woman again. Now curl up near the fire 
and get some rest. We have another long day tomorrow.”’ 
He kissed Callista gently on the forehead before he went to 
prepare his own bed for the night. 

Callista snuggled beneath her covers and watched John 
lay out his bedroll. He was a handsome man, and he was 
kind to her. Hadn’t he proven that over and over again? 
Still there was something that made her pull away from 
him. Her feelings for John had never deepened. She had 
always known that she’d tried to rid herself of Corbin with 
John, and now she felt it was hopeless even to try. She 
tossed about on the hard ground and wondered, Will he 
always be at the back of my mind when I look at ether 
men? Am I destined to love no man but Corbin Wolfram? 

Exasperated, she threw her arm across her eyes as 
though to block his image from her thoughts. She knew 
she must put Corbin from her mind. But how can I rid my 
mind of memories? Callista asked herself as she drifted off 


to sleep. 
* * *x 
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The small group traveled from Auraria to Athens and 
then on to Augusta where they boarded a riverboat, 
which took them on to Savannah. 

Spring blossomed forth in all its glory. Dogwoods and 
cherry trees lined the route; tender green shoots freshened 
the air. Life renewed itself and revived the spirits of the 
weary travelers as they made their way to the hotel. 

Once in her room, Callista gazed from the window. The 
hotel overlooked the Savannah River, which shone brightly 
in the afternoon sun. The towering masts of the ships that 
lay at anchor in the bay could be seen farther down the 
river. Soon she and her brothers would be sailing back to 
their home. Callista felt a mixture of relief and regret as 
she looked at the ships. Corbin would sail from Savannah 
on one of them and then return to his home and Sarah. The 
thought brought a sharp pain of jealousy. Now Callista 
understood the anger that Sarah’s presence had aroused 
within her. Even then, she had been in love with Corbin 
Wolfram. 

Callista leaned against the window frame and stared 
with unseeing eyes, her thoughts on earlier episodes of the 
relationship between Corbin and herself. Would things 
have been different if she had stayed with him? Would he 
have come to care for her, and would she now have his 
child against her breast to love? 

Shaking her head, Callista turned away from the beauti- 
ful view. It was useless to ponder what might have been. 
She and Corbin now traveled in different directions—his to 
the sea and hers back to Tantallon to build a future for her 
brothers. 
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Ca Wolfram walked briskly along Bay Street toward 
his offices on Factors Walk. It would not be long before 
his ship was loaded with cargo and ready to sail for 
London. .The hold was beginning to fill with bales of 
cotton destined for the factories in Northern England. 
Wolfram savored the fresh spring air, which had a hint 
of honeysuckle combined with the salty tang of the sea. 
His mind was on a hundred different things until he saw 
Jim McLeod’s huge figure striding toward him. He blinked 
his eyes, thinking he’d imagined the man until Jim recog- 
nized him and waved. ‘‘Hello, Captain Wolfram, you’re 
just the man I been looking for.’’ Wolfram shook Jim’s 
hand. ‘‘It’s good to see you, Jim. What can I do for you?’ 
Jim glanced around at the busy street. “‘I’m not sure if 
you want to hear what I’ve got to say, but if you’ve the 
time I’d like to have a few words with you in private.’’ 
‘‘Well, I’m just going to my offices. The new clipper 
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arrived last week. We’ve had her fitted out, and she’s 
being loaded now. As soon as that’s done, we’re due to 
sail. But come along, I can always make time for an old 
friend.’’ Wolfram slapped Jim on the back and turned him 
in the direction of the offices of Lombard, Grimes, and 
Wolfram. 

Once inside, Wolfram motioned for Jim to have a chair. 
He poured two whiskeys and turned to the Scotsman. 
‘‘Now what’s on your mind?’’ 

‘It’s about Callista and the boys, Captain.”’ 

Wolfram handed Jim his drink and settled himself be- 
hind the desk. Taking a sip of whiskey, he leaned back in 
the chair and asked, ‘‘What about them?”’ 

*‘They’re here in Savannah waiting for a ship to take 
them back to Scotiand,’’ Jim said and watched for Wolfram’s 
reaction to the statement. 

The captain’s hand tightened on the glass, but he showed 
no other sign of reaction. ‘“Well, I guess that’s best for all 
concerned. It’s her home, and she loves it. It’s also the 
boys’ heritage.”’ 

‘*Aye, that it is, but John Ross is escorting them to their 
destination. That’s the part I canna like:’’ Jim’s agitation 
showed as he slipped back into his Scottish brogue. 

John Ross’s name brought the desired effect from 
Wolfram. He sat up in his chair, now alert and interested. 
“Why?” ¢ 

‘*That is something that | canna understand. For a while 
I thought he might love the lass, but he’s showed no sign 
of it while she was missing in the mountains. | don’t like 
the man—there is something about him that just doesn’t 
set well with me.’’ 

‘*But what can I do? You know how Callista feels about 
me. She despises me.”’ 

Jim smiled to himself. ‘*That is something I don’t know 
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about. But she doesn’t believe you murdered her parents 
now that I explained things to her.’’ 

A sigh of relief escaped Wolfram’s lips, and he quickly 
took a sip of his drink. ‘‘Still, that doesn’t mean she likes 
me any better. She has every reason to hate me, but I 
would still like to help if you think I can.”’ 

Jim set his glass on the desk and stood. He watched . 
Wolfram briefly and then said, “‘It would help if we 
traveled on your ship.”’ 

Wolfram laughed. ‘‘It might, but I think you would 
have one hell of a time getting Callista to board another 
vessel under my command.”’ 

‘“Aye, with that I agree, but she doesn’t have to know. 
Ross sent me to get the tickets for the first ship bound for 
England. If I get your ship, I don’t have to tell them that 
you're the master.”’ 

“That might-work, Jim. But why did you need to talk it 
over with me first?’’ 

“Captain, if Callista sees you on the dock, she will 
refuse to come aboard. It was my hope that you might 
have some pressing duties to attend to while we were 
getting settled in our cabins. Or it might be Ross who'll 
refuse if he finds you’re the ship’s master.’’ 

Wolfram smiled. The Scotsman did have a point. ‘*All 
right, Jim, ll go along with your suggestion, I shall have 
duties in my cabin until we up anchor.”’ 

Jim extended his hand to Wolfram. ‘“Thank you, sir. I 
hope that I’m wrong about Ross, but something in my 
Scottish blood tells me there’s more to the man than meets 
the eye.”’ 

‘‘Well, we shall see, Jim. I'll see you on board the 
Gypsy Queen day after tomorrow.”’ 

‘‘Goodbye until then,’’ Jim said and left the office. 

Wolfram watched the Scotsman close the door behind 
him. He stared at the empty space, pleased with himself. 
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Callista would once more be aboard his ship. He felt his 
blood tingle as it rushed in his veins. He had thought he 
would never see her again, but fate kept throwing them 
together. Wolfram wondered about Ross. He sat tapping 
absently on the desk with his fingers. What was it that 
explained Jim’s distrust of the man? If Ross was not in 
love with Callista, what was he after? 


The party of five came aboard the Gypsy Queen at six 
A.M. on the morning of departure. A soft breeze furled the 
sails, and the clipper strained at its anchor, eager for its 
first voyage. 

Callista held on tightly to her brothers’ hands. She knew 
from experience that it would not take them long to lose 
themselves on the ship, or to fall overboard. Their eyes 
were wide as saucers as they stared at the seamen who 
worked busily to get the ship under way. Bruce and Ryan 
strained to free themselves from their protective sister, but 
Callista’s hand was firm. 

Tuming hopefully to the Scotsman, Bruce appealed to 
him for help. “‘Ah, Jim, can’t you make her let us g0? We 
won't get into anything.’’ Ryan nodded his agreement, an 
impish grin on his face. 

‘Nay, lads, your sister is right to keep you under toe. 
You'll have plenty of time to go exploring once we’re at 
sea. The men are much too busy now to have to watch out 
and see that ye don’t fall overboard to be eaten by sharks.”’ 

. **Sharks!’’ the two repeated simultaneously. 

“‘Aye, sharks. You two would hardly make a fitting 
meal for those beasts. You'll be seeing them follow the 
ship once we’re out to sea where they wait for the unwary 
sailor to fall overboard. If I were you two, I'd stay away 
from the ship’s rail unless you’ve a hankering to be 
somebody's supper.”’ 

Callista would have hidden her smile and stifled the 
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giggle that bubbled up if she had been able to free her 
hands from the boys. The look on their faces as they 
glanced uneasily toward the rail and their firm grip on her 
hands told Callista that she would have less to worry about 
after Jim’s warning. 

‘Shall we go to our cabins?’’ John said as he ap- 
proached with one of the ship’s officers. *‘This is First 
Mate Anderson. The captain has sent him to welcome us 
aboard and to apologize for not being here in person. He’s 
been unavoidably detained with other matters.”’ 

John’s irritation was plainly in his eyes, and the firm set 
of his jaw belied his quiet demeanor. It was humiliating to 
be treated as if they were of no consequence. The first 
mate sensed the tension and bowed to Callista. ‘‘It is a 
pleasure to have you on board, madam. The captain sends 
his regrets, but would feel honored if you and the gentle- 
men would join him for dinner this evening.’’ 

Callista smiled warmly at the first mate so that he might 
know she was not annoyed and understood that there were 
more important things to be done than to exchange inane 
pleasantries. “‘Thank you, Mr. Anderson. I hope you 
will convey to your captain that his apologies are accepted, 
and we would enjoy having dinner with him this evening.”’ 

‘*T shall tell the captain, but first, if you will permit me, 
I shall show you to your cabin. We have placed the boys 
and Mr. McLeod in the cabin next to yourself. The captain 
felt you might prefer to be near your brothers.”’ 

Callista remained cordial but eyed the man warily. How, 
she wondered, does this captain know so much about her? 
Looking up at John, Callista placed her hand lightly on his 
arm. ‘‘I’m sure that will be acceptable. Thank your captain 
for his thoughtfulness.’’ 

They followed the first mate down a flight of steps to 
their cabins.-Jim herded his charges to theirs, and Callista 
left John to go to his own farther down the passage. He 
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said nothing but squeezed her hand as he left her at her 
door. 

Callista leaned against the closed door and let out a long 
sigh. They were sailing home. Her dream was coming 
true. Walking to the porthole, she stared out at the reced- 
ing shoreline of North America. In her brief visit she had 
learned much of life and death, of love and hate. ‘‘Love’’— 
the word caught in her throat as she watched the sun 
shimmer on the blue water, the color of Corbin’s passion- 
filled eyes. ‘‘Corbin,’’ she whispered. Her throat con- 
stricted as she watched the land become no more than a 
haze in the distance. Tears brimmed in her eyes and damp- 
ened her thick lashes as the sea took her farther and farther 
from the man she loved. 


Callista dressed in one of the new gowns that John had 
purchased for her in Savannah. It was a deep turquoise 
blue, its low neckline trimmed with lace to reveal the 
slight fullness of her breasts and accent the creamy skin of 
her neck and shoulders. The skirt flared to a modest bell 
and made her trim waist appear even smaller than it was. 

Callista pulled her long raven tresses severely away 
from her face and braided them until they formed a crown 
framing her lovely features. Her eyes, like topaz jewels, 
enhanced her beauty as no real jewel could. Callista had 
matured during the last year. She was now a magnificent 
woman. 

John was struck with that thought when he came to 
escort Callista to the captain’s quarters. She had always 
been beautiful, but now she was breathtaking. And John 
did not hide his admiration. 

Callista accepted his compliment graciously and thanked 
him for the gown. ‘‘It was kind of you to purchase it for 
me.”’ 

John’s desire was apparent in his eyes as he took her 
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into his arms. ‘‘Kindness had nothing to do with it. It was 
my greed to see you thus and to luxuriate in your beauty. 
But your loveliness surpasses my imagination.’’ He crushed 
her to him and took her lips hungrily. 

Callista pushed at his chest, and John released her. His 
eyes were glazed with passion, but he quickly shielded 
them with heavy lids when Callista suggested, “‘It would 
be rude to keep the captain waiting.’’ 

Callista felt the tension in John’s muscles as she took his 
arm, and his tone was cold when he said, ‘*Then let us go 
and join him.”’ 

Jim met them at the captain’s door, and they were once 
more greeted by First Mate Anderson. He bowed. “Welcome 
to the captain’s cabin. He will be along in a moment. 
Won’t you have a seat and some wine while you are 
waiting?”’ 

Jim settled his huge bulk in a straight-backed chair by 
the round pot-bellied stove. Its warmth made the cabin 
comfortable, for the spring nights were still chilly. John 
seated Callista in a softly padded leather chair that faced 
two large windows overlooking the ocean. It was an un- 
usual design, but it had been commissionéd especially for 
the firm of Lombard, Grimes, and Wolfram. The whole 
cabin resembled a comfortable townhouse rather than a 
ship. Its walis were paneled in dark wainut, and the fur- 
nishings were tasteful, from the massive desk to the leather 
wing chairs. There were bookcases built into the walls and 
dozens of leather-bound volumes secured in place. 

As Callista gazed about the cabin, she was reminded of 
the cabin on board the Peregrine. Her eyes scanned the 
shelves, and she felt herself transported to the past. Her 
heart fluttered uncomfortably and seemed to stop as the 
door opened and Corbin Wolfram stepped into the room. 

‘‘Good evening. I’m sorry | was not able to greet you 
this morning, but I had several things that required my 


283 


Cordia Byers 


attention.’ Wolfram shook hands with Jim and then ex- 
tended his hand to John, who at first looked down at it in 
shock and finally recovered enough to take it. “‘How is it 
that you’re the master of this ship?’’ he inquired. 

Wolfram smiled and seated himself near Callista. ‘‘This 
ship is registered with the firm of Lombard, Grimes, and 
Wolfram. But I assumed you knew that since you took 
passage aboard her.’’ 

John glanced at Jim, who acted as if it were all a great 
surprise to him. “‘No, I’m afraid not. I had Jim. purchase 
the tickets.”” He looked to Jim once more, awaiting an 
explanation. 

Jim chewed on the stem of his pipe for a minute before 
he spoke. ‘‘l remember seeing the name, but I didn’t 
associate it with the captain. I just got the tickets for the 
first ship going to England as you instructed.’”’ 

Callista could not tear her gaze from Wolfram’s face, 
nor could she speak when he turned to greet her and ask 
how her brothers were. 

Her mouth was dry as she forced a polite reply and 
again fell silent. Uncomfortable and unable to say anything 
more, she lowered her eyes to the hands she held tightly 
clasped in her lap. Wolfram noted her pallor and assumed 
it to be anger at again finding herself on board a ship 
captained by him. She had been pleasant enough in her 
speech, but why could she find nothing to say to him? His 
hopes began to die until she at last raised her eyes to meet 
his and he saw the softness in their golden depths. He had 
never seen her look at him this way before. 

Wolfram savored the sweet pleasure of it before he 
forced his attention back to Jim and John Ross. *“‘Would 
you care for some wine? I have a wonderful Maderia that 
arrived from France a few days ago.”’ 

The men accepted, as did Callista, but her wine went 
untouched as she sat silently and listened to the rumble of 
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Wolfram’s deep voice. She could not believe she actually 
sat near him and listened as he discussed the ship and 
exchanged pleasantries with the men. 

When his lips touched the ruby liquid, she could almost 
feel them on hers. As his long fingers stroked the delicate 
edge of the crystal glass, she remembered his caress. And 
when his eyes came to rest on her, she wondered whether 
her thoughts were transparent, and she quickly lowered 
hers to miss the twinkle that glinted in Wolfram’s eyes. 

Jim McLeod enjoyed watching them, but John Ross 
tightened his hand around the glass he held and clenched 
his jaw with irritation. The first mate announced that 
dinner awaited them in the adjoining room. Wolfram stood 
and offered his arm to Callista. She felt his muscles tighten 
at her touch and glanced up uncertainly at him to see only 
a polite smile. ; 

As the meal progressed, Callista began to relax and 
enjoy herself. She was once again reminded how charming 
Corbin Wolfram could be when he chose to be. When she 
had dined with him in his quarters previously, she had felt 
something sinister about him. She had sensed he was 
playing a game. Now he was relaxed and completely 
charming. 

Jim sat back, pleased with himself. The thing had come 
to pass. Callista’s clear laugh rang in the room and warmed 
his heart until he noticed that John’s eyes were filled with 
pure hatred. 

When the meal was finished, Jim turned to John. ‘‘ Would 
you like a game of chess, sir?’’ 

Wolfram smiled at the expression of disgust that played 
over John’s face and said, ‘“‘If you two gentlemen are 
going to amuse yourselves with a game, I think I will 
invite Mistress Drummond for a stroll about the deck. Would 
you care to join me?’’ he said as he turned back to 
Callista. 
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Tongue-tied for the moment, Gallista nodded her head, 
then regained her composure and said, ““That would be 
nice.’’ Callista could not understand what had happened to 
her in the last few hours. She had never been one to hold 
her tongue, yet now she was unable to utter a complete 
thought without feeling as if she were stumbling about in 
the dark. 

Corbin’s smile was intoxicating as he stood and offered 
her his hand. She accepted meekly, feeling shy and out of 
her realm. She felt a fluttering in her stomach, her heart 
beat rapidly against her breast, her hand trembled in 
Corbin’s. 

He placed her hand on his arm and squeezed it slightly, 
hoping to relieve the fear that Callista still felt for him. He 
would be gentle with her despite his overwhelming desire 
to take her into his arms and smother her with kisses. 

‘John Ross’s fury exploded as Callista and Corbin made 
their way to the door. ‘‘Damn, have I no say in this 
matter? First I would like to state that 1 hate chess and 
have no intention of participating. Also, Captain Wolfram, 
I feel Callista should not be alone with you again. She 
has suffered enough at your hands.”’ 

The couple turned to look at the man standing by the 
long oak table. His face was red, and his eyes flashed with 
anger, ‘‘I am responsible for her well-being,’’ he continued. 

Callista blushed at John’s reference to her past, but 
Wolfram remained dangerously cool. He smiled as if nothing 
was out of the ordinary and said, “‘Sir, that is a matter 
between Mistress Drummond and myself. Now if you will 
excuse us, we are going to have our evening walk.’’ Turning, 
he led Callista from the cabin. 

John started to follow them, but a firm hand on his arm 
stayed his movements. ‘‘Nay, sir. This is his domain. The 
captain of a ship is judge and jury. He won’t harm the 
lass, for he knows she now has protection. So ‘tis best to 
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let her say yea or nay to him. Unless she asks for 
assistance.’’ 

John stared at the Scotsman and realized he was right. If 
he angered Corbin Wolfram, he might find himself in the 
brig or even hung from the yardarm. John did not think 
Wolfram would hesitate to exact any punishment he deemed 
fit. But as John smiled to himself, he thought, My time will 
come. The woman belongs to me. 

The night was beautiful as Corbin and Callista stepped 
onto the deck. Stars sparkled across the heavens, and the 
full moon slowly rose above the horizon, sending forth 
shimmering rays across the black water. A seft but chilly 
breeze fluttered the sails. 

Neither spoke as they stopped by the rail to look out at 
the sea. Callista yearned to apologize to Corbin for the 
things she had said during their previous meeting, but she 
was afraid to shatter the tranquility they now shared. 

The silence deepened until they felt that it was a physi- 
cal thing between them. Suddenly Callista turned to Corbin 
and spoke his name at the same moment that he said hers. 
They paused and gazed at each other, and then their 
laughter sounded across the quiet deck. Again each tried to 
speak simultaneously. This time they laughed until Callista 
leaned against Corbin for support. Abruptly their laughter 
died as their nearness penetrated their very souls. 

Solemnly Callista looked up into Wolfram’s piercing 
blue gaze and was shocked by the encounter. She saw his 
desire before he crushed her against his hard lean body and 
his lips closed over hers. 

Callista responded with such fire that Wolfram drew 
away and lifted her chin to search her face. So afraid that 
he’d see the depth of her feeling, Callista would not meet 
his probing eyes. Would he again humiliate her? 

Wolfram knew she’d responded in the way he had longed 
for her to respond. It was more than a mere physical 
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response. He felt his loins begin to tighten, and he quickly 
stepped away from Callista. Leaning against the rail, his 
knuckles white as he pressed them against the wood, 
Wolfram stared out across the dark sea and spoke quietly, 
his voice so soft that Callista thought for a moment she 
heard only the lap of the waves against the hull. ‘*Callista, 
can you ever forgive me for the misery I have put you 
through?”’ 

Callista could hardly believe what he’d said. Had 
these words come from the lips of the man who hated 
women and used them to satisfy only his own desires? 
Wolfram had allowed her to see him as vulnerable and 
human and caring, a man who wanted her understanding 
as she wanted his. She knew at that instant it had taken 
more courage than most men possessed for Corbin to ask 
that question. It was not a declaration of love, but for the 
moment Callista was satisfied. She came quickly to his 
side and placed her hand over his. ‘“‘We have both made 
terrible mistakes, have done terrible things, but I hope we 
have grown from them. I was so young when we first met, 
so unaware of life that I had no understanding. Now that I 
have been through the fire of experience, I am stronger for 
it. Corbin,’’ she paused as she built up her own courage, 
‘‘can you forgive me for the things I accused you of when 
we last met? Jim told me the truth, and I’m sorry that I 
ever thought you could do such a horrible deed.’’ Tears 
pricked at her eyes, and her voice grew husky with emo- 
tion and pain. ‘‘I’m sorry I lost the babe.’’ 

Wolfram’s control broke. He knew it had taken a great 
deal for her to say those words. He pulled her into his 
arms and gently kissed the top of her head. *‘Callista, 
Callista, I love you.”’ 

Callista froze in his embrace, and Corbin drew away, 
afraid she would now hurl his love back at him. She stood 
transfixed for a moment and then nearly threw herself into 
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his arms. Between kisses, crying, and laughing, she poured 
out her own love for him. . 

Wolfram lifted her into his arms and strode swiftly 
toward his cabin. He kicked open the cabin door and 
carried her into his well-appointed bedchamber. He placed 
her gently on the large bed and gazed down at her as 
though she were a dream. Kneeling by the bed, he took 
her hand into his own, kissing it tenderly. ‘‘Callista my 
love,’’ he said, his voice wavering with the depth of his 
feeling, ‘‘I want you, but I shall not force you. I couldn’t 
stand to lose you again. Nor do I want to hurt you. If it is 
in my power, I will love and care for you for the rest of 
my life.” 

Callista gazed up into his eyes, now softly passionate. 
‘*I want you, Corbin, now and always.”’ 

How sweet and dear those words were, Corbin thought, 
and he bent to kiss her hand. His lips traveled to her soft 
arm, her shoulder, the graceful neck, and then her delicate 
lips, parted and waiting for his. Each kiss evoked in her a 
longing for more until she was consumed in a passion that 
radiated to the very core of her. Corbin unpinned the mass 
of hair and let it fall about them like silken strands. He 
undressed her with sensuous, unhurried movements, savor- 
ing her, delighting in her. As her gown fell away to reveal 
her ripe young breasts, his lips sought their nourishment. 
He teased them gently, evoking in her a like response. Her 
hands moved down his lean body to that part of him she 
longed to feel inside her. Callista unfastened his britches 
and shirt and helped him from them. She kissed his dark 
curling hair as his mouth worshipped her breasts. 

Corbin raised himself and looked into her languid, passion- 
filled eyes. A smile played about his sensuous mouth as he 
lowered his head once more to her breasts. He kissed each 
in turn and let his lips slowly caress her firm, flat stomach 
as they traveled to the soft mound where total fulfillment 
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lay. Gently he kissed her thighs, her legs, her tiny feet, 
then began his ascent once more until his mouth beckoned 
at the triangle of love. Callista responded and opened her 
thighs to allow him access to her very being. He savored 
the delicate smell of her, knowing the essence of her 
passion. His tongue teased her until she moaned and sought 
the embrace of his lips. Her body moved, seeking his 
tongue as he probed her womanhood. Moaning with 
pleasure, Callista cried, ‘“Take me. Please, take me.”’. 

Corbin kissed her deeply as he came to her and thrust his 
manhood deep within. She clasped him to her, rubbing her 
breasts against his hard chest, and then they ascended to 
heights she never dreamed possible. They moved in wave 
upon wave of passion, then crested in a million shimmer- 
ing pieces, crying out as they reached their climax together. 

As he rested against her damp breasts, Corbin realized 
he had never before experienced such pleasure. He loved 
her, and it made all the difference. Content, he lay with 
her, feeling her warmth, enjoying the softness of her, the 
beauty that was more than the body that now entwined 
itself with his. ‘‘I love you, Callista,’’ he said, feeling 
inside him the joy of the words. 

‘*T jove you, Corbin Wolfram,’’ she answered in return. 
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jee voyage to England was one that Callista would 
treasure in her memory all the days of her life. Nothing 
marred the loveliness of it, from the sunny spring days to 
the soft moonlit nights spent in Corbin’s arms. 

She and Wolfram reveled in their new-found love. He'd 
asked her to marry him on board the Gypsy Queen, where 
he could perform the ceremony himself. But Callista had 
insisted they wait until they returned to Tantallon to be 
married in the ancient chapel that had served the Drum- 
monds for hundreds of years. 

Wolfram knew how much that small wish meant to 
Callista, and he acquiesced. Tantallon would be their home, 
and it was only fitting that their life together should begin 
in its towering granite walls. 

Wolfram took the young Drummonds under his wing 
and amused them with tales of high adventure on the sea. 
He taught them about the ship with simple terms of 
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navigation. This excited the two boys, and they were sure 
that they would be able to perform as well as any of the 
seamen on board the Gypsy Queen, if only given the 
chance. But both Callista and Jim McLeod kept a tight rein 
on them. Ryan and Bruce could find no time to climb the 
main mast and look out across the calm water for the pirate 
ships about which the captain had related stories. 

John Ross was the only shadow on their happiness. For 
days after their first encounter, he refused to join them in 
Wolfram’s quarters for meals. Watching Callista as she 
and the captain strolled about the deck, enjoying the after- 
noon sun, he seethed with concealed rage. Yet he held his 
tongue. He had taken Jim’s advice seriously, but that did 
little to help the frustration he felt when he saw Callista 
smile lovingly up at Wolfram or place her hand over his in 
a simple caress. There had been little opportunity to speak 
with Callista alone, and when they did talk, their conversa- 
tion was casual. She was totally immersed in her relation- 
ship with Wolfram and in her brothers. 

After a week or so of isolation, John began to be his old 
charming self once more. He apologized to Callista and 
Wolfram for his actions and was rewarded by a swift kiss 
on the cheek from Callista. She squeezed his hand and 
said, ‘‘John, you can never know how glad I am that we 
are once again frien 

He seemed penuinely contrite as he said, ‘“My actions 
were childish, and I hope in the future they prove 
otherwise.’’ Still he made it a point to convince her that he 
was only trying to protect her. 

‘I know, John, and I thank you for it, but you have 
nothing to fear. I love Corbin, and we plan to be married 
as soon as we reach Tantallon.’ 

Her news hit John like a bucket of cold water, but he 
did not let it show. ‘‘I’m happy for you Callista. I hope we 
can still remain friends.”’ 
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‘‘Nothing can change that,’’ she said, sincerely meaning 
it. 

No, nothing. John thought as he watched her hurry away 
to see to the twins before they strangled each other with 
the sailor’s knots they’d been practicing. 


As Callista stood on the wharf with her two young 
brothers by her side, it seemed as if it had been longer than 
a year since she had fled London. So many things had 
happened in such a short span of time. 

Jim McLeod had gone to hire a hackney to take them to 
the Sovereign Inn, where Wolfram usually took accommo- 
dations when he visited London. The Sovereign was close 
enough to the waterfront to be convenient and far enough 
away to be comfortable and clean without the waterfront 
trash who amassed in those inns close by the quay. 

Callista felt a bubble of excitement as she watched the 
crowds from their cab. She could hardly wait till they 
made their way from London to Edinburgh and then to 
Tantallon. Wolfram had said that it would take a couple of 
weeks for him to conclude his. business transactions and 
deliver the cargo to Liverpool. They would be together 
tonight, but he would leave first thing in the morning 
so he could finish his work sooner. 

Glancing at Jim, Callista saw that he too felt the 
excitement. His blue eyes twinkled as he said, “‘It’s nice 
to be here again, lass, but it will be even nicer once I put 
foot on our bonny shores again.”’ 

Callista’s cheeks were flushed with joy. She was home, 
or nearly so, she thought, as she stepped from the cab. 
Only a short while longer and she would truly be home 
with Corbin beside her. They had made many plans for the 
future. The main one was to restore Tantallon to the 
grandeur that it had once possessed. It would take time, 
but they had their whole lives ahead of them. Ryan and 
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Bruce and their future children would have the heritage 
they deserved. 

Taking Jim’s arm, she said, ‘‘Aye, Jim, ‘tis good to be 
here, but t’will be grand to touch the old sod once again.”’ 
They laughed together as they made their way into the inn. 

John Ross had hailed the nearest hackney after he de- 
parted the Gypsy Queen. He had no time to waste. Urgent 
business awaited him. He had been away from London far 
longer than anticipated and he knew that matters would 
now be at a crucial point. 


Wolfram was immaculately attired when Callista opened 
the door to him that night. His black velvet coat fit him to 
perfection and complimented his long, lean body. His white 
silk shirt brought out his sun-bronzed skin tones and the 
striking quality of his bright blue eyes. A touch of white 
lace coming from beneath the velvet sleeve accented his 
strong hands, and the black britches he wore clung to his 
well-proportioned muscular thighs and lean hips. Callista 
felt the tinglings of desire as she gazed at him. 

Wolfram did not miss the way her eyes raked his sinewy 
body. And as their eyes met, Callista blushed. Wolfram 
threw back his head and laughed as he gathered her in his 
arms. ‘‘You are one women in a million. No, I shall take 
that back. You’re the only woman in the world for me. 
Now you know how I feel when I look at you.” 

Callista giggled against his chest, still a bit shy, but she 
did kiss his chin. 

‘‘I love you so much,”’ she said. 

Wolfram stroked her hair and kissed her forehead. *‘l 
would have it no other way, my love, but if we’re going to 
dine out, I would suggest we control ourselves or we'll 
never leave this room tonight. You’d best wear more than 
that skimpy robe as well.’’ 

Callista stepped away from Wolfram to reveal the whole 
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of the room. She curtsied to him and indicated the smail 
table before the fire, set intimately for two. The: candies 
and firelight cast a warm glow over the room, and Wol- 
fram took her by the hand and pulled her once again into 
his arms. “‘You little minx. You had this planned all 
along, but I am thankful for it. 1 would rather spend the 
time here alone with you.’”’ 

‘‘And I with you,’’ Callista said as she pressed herself 
against him and kissed his hungry lips. Pulling slightly 
away from Wolfram, she shook her jong hair about her 
shoulders and ran her small pink tongue enticingly over 
her delicate lips. 

“‘Which appetite should we appease first, my Lord?’’ 
Callista let the robe fall from her shoulders to reveal her 
young, shapely body to his gaze. 

Wolfram moaned and crushed her to him as he huskily 
said, ‘‘My wild little Scottish gypsy, you know quite well 
which one!”’ -He lifted her into his arms and quickly sought 
the large double bed. 

Wolfram left a contented and sleeping Callista early the 
next morning. He was anxious to finish his business so 
that he could return and make her his wife. A few months 
ago he would never have dreamed he would be so eager to 
marry. But then he had not realized how much he loved 
Callista.. 

It would take at least two weeks to complete delivery of 
his cargo and take on more. He had left Callista in Jim’s 
protection and had assured her every need during his 
absence. 

Callista snuggled deeper into the covers as Wolfram 
stood and gazed down at her. He bent and kissed her 
forehead and quickly left the room. He Knew that if he 
gave in to his desire and stayed a moment longer, he'd 
miss the tide. 

Callista awoke and stretched, contented, and turned to 
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give Wolfram a good morning kiss. She was disappointed 
to find he was already gone, but she knew he’d be back in 
two weeks. It was hard to bear the separation, but their 
reunion would be all the sweeter. They loved each other, 
and there was strength in that love, and hope. 

Callista found Jim and the boys in the dining room of 
the Sovereign where they were enjoying a hearty breakfast. 
Callista was ravenous herself since the previous night’s 
dinner had been completely forgotten. She settled herself 
at the table and ordered soft poached eggs with ham, 
muffins, and hot tea. When she finished her meal, she 
leaned back and looked at her brothers. ‘‘Would you like 
to go shopping with me today? I bet we could find a shop 
that sells sweets if we try hard enough.’’ 

Ryan’s and Bruce’s eyes widened with glee, and they 
jumped eagerly to their feet. Ryan’s grin was toothless, for 
he had shed his baby teeth during the crossing. ‘“Tha’d be 
great fun,’” he said. ‘‘Can we go now?” 

Callista felt a great warmth as Bruce nodded enthusiastically 
in agreement with his brother. She was glad they were family. 

As Callista and the twins strolled out of the candy shop, 
an elegant carriage pulled to a halt, and John Ross stepped 
down to greet them. ‘‘Ah, Callista, my dear. What a 
pleasant surprise. I hadn’t expected to see you so soon. I 
was taking my early morning drive when I saw you and 
the boys. Why don’t you all join me? It would give me 
great pleasure to show them a bit of London.” 

Callista extended her hand to John, but hesitated. Now 
back in London she was suddenly aware of propriety and 
she was soon to be married. She wanted nothing to mar 
her future with Corbin. 

John sensed her reluctance. ‘‘I’m sure Captain Wolfram 
would not:be offended if you were to join an old friend for 
a drive. And the boys can enjoy their treats as they see the 
sights of the city.”’ 
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He placed his hand under her elbow and without waiting 
for her consent, guided her into his carriage. John then 
lifted each boy in, taking great care not to touch their 
chocolaty hands. 

Callista’s temper. flared at his high-handed manner, but 
she held her tongue. John was a friend, and it would be 
nice to ride instead of being jostled about on the street by 
the crowds. Controlling her anger, she settled back to 
enjoy a leisurely ride. 

They drove through the business section of the city and 
then into the lovely residential district where beautiful 
mansions lined the street. They had been traveling for a 
while with Ryan and Bruce jumping from one side of the 
carriage to the other so as not to miss anything, when John 
instructed the driver to stop. 

Callista looked at John in puzzlement, but took his 
proffered hand and let him help her down from the carnage. 
She gazed about the well-appointed grounds of the man- 
sion and had an eerie sensation that she had visited here 
before. And when John escorted her to the intricately 
carved oak door, which opened before he rang the bell, 
Callista knew her whereabouts. She was at Lord Condor’s 
house. 

John’s grip tightened on Callista’s elbow when he felt 
her hesitate. ‘‘Now, my dear, calm yourself. There is no 
reason to be impolite. There is someone who wants to see 
you very much.”’ 

Callista reluctantly let John lead her into the beautiful 
foyer, as resplendent as she remembered with white and 
black marble floors and oak paneled walls. Callista turned 
to take her brothers’ hands, but as she did so, John quickly 
instructed the servant to take them upstairs and have their 
faces cleaned. 

Callista turned in fury to stay their departure, but John 
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was quick to ask, ‘‘Would you have them meet Lord 
Condor looking like that, my dear?”’ 

Ryan and Bruce were far from pleased to be separated 
from their sister until Callista assured them they would 
return to the inn immediately. With this they went will- 
ingly with the stern-faced butler. 

John’s grip did not lessen as he led Callista into Lord 
Condor’s study. The high walls were lined with hundreds 
of leather-bound volumes, and Lord Condor sat behind a 
large mahogany desk and gazed at Callista. He did not rise 
to his feet as John led her forward. “‘Ah, my dear Callista, 
we mect again. Won’t you have a seat?’’ 

John indicated the chair in front of the desk, and Callista 
sank gratefully into it. Her knees were trembling so vio- 
lently that she knew she would have fallen had she not sat 
down. 

John sat casually in the chair beside her as if he were 
accustomed to the presence of Lord Condor. He did not 
speak as he waited for Condor’s instructions. 

Callista raised her chin defiantly as she looked at the old 
man. He had changed little in the past year except that his 
skin now had a pasty yellow tint that had not been there 
before. Her eyes flashed with golden yellow lights. ““Why 
have you brought me here?’’ 

Condor chuckled and leaned back in the heavily padded 
chair. ‘‘Now is that a question for one’s fiancee to ask, my 
dear?’’ 

‘I’m not your betrothed, sir. I am to be married soon to 
another.”’ 

‘‘Ah, my dear Callista, I beg to disagree with you. I 
have a signed document that says differently.’’ 

Callista glanced toward John as if pleading for help, and 
this caused Condor to laugh. ‘‘Isn’t that right, Jack?”’ 

Callista’s eyes widened in surprise as John said, ‘‘Aye, 
sir, that it is. The wench is betrothed to you, me Lord.” 
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Callista was too dumbfounded to speak as she heard 
John Ross’s speech change from one of a London gentle- 
man to that of a dockside tough. Her astonishment struck 
’ Condor as amusing, as he said, ‘‘May I introduce you to 
Jack Reaper, my dear, thief, murderer, and your traveling 
companion.”’ 

Callista felt the blood drain from her face and thought 
she would faint. ‘‘Oh, my God!’’ was ali she could man- 
age as she slumped against the chair. 

Callista was numb as she looked at Jack, and everything 
began to fall into place. It had all been planned by the vile 
old man. Corbin, her mind cried out and flashed back to 
the accusations against the man she loved. In that instant 
the truth of who had actually killed her parents came to 
her. 

Jack saw the accusation shimmer in Callista’s eyes, and 
he nervously glanced away. But Condor would not let him 
off that easily. ‘‘Did you hear the last description, Callista? 
It was murderer. Jack is adept in the taking of life. You 
would never have accused him of killing your parents, 
would you, Callista?’’ 

Black shadows danced before her eyes while Condor’s 
voice cried out like a distant echo, ‘‘Don’t let her faint. 
We have much to discuss, and I haven’t time for it.”’ 

Jack slapped Callista’s face to revive her. She screamed 
and jerked away. ‘“‘Keep your bloody hands away from 
me, you vile, loathsome creature. You defile the earth 
with your presence, and I will not rest until I see you dead. 
Do you hear? Dead!’’ Turning to Lord Condor, Callista 
braced herself with both hands flat upon his desk as she 
continued to vent her rage. ‘‘And you, you will also suffer 
for the abominable crimes you have inflicted. Your death 
will be one that is long and hard, but you will die all the 
same.”’ 

Condor quietly let her spend her anger, then calmly 
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said, ‘‘Remember, my dear, that you have two brothers 
upstairs.”’ 

Callista sank abruptly into the chair. During her shock 
and rage, she had forgotten the two young boys whose 
lives rested in her hands. She gazed at Lord Condor and 
whispered faintly, ‘‘What do you plan to do with us?”” 

Condor smiled triumphantly. ‘‘We shall be married as I 
had planned from the beginning. That is all that wil 
happen to you if you do as you are told. Do you understand, 
my dear? You brothers’ lives may depend upon it.”’ 

Callista leaned weakly against the arm of the chair and 
covered her face with her hands. This can’t be happening. 
it is a nightmare. But it was all too true. And she sat and 
listened as Condor laid out the terms, the most painful of 
which was to break the news to Corbin by telling him she 
no longer loved him. 

Tears brimmed in Callista’s eyes. ‘‘Corbin will never 
believe me,’’ she said. 

Lord Condor sat forward in his chair and leaned toward 
Callista. ‘‘Did you say Corbin? What is the scoundrel’s 
full name? Is it Wolfram Gainsbough?”’ 

Callista shook her head. ‘“‘No, it is Wolfram, that’s 
all.’’ 

Condor’s jaw twitched nervously as he looked at Callista 
with new eyes. It was hard to believe that after all these 
years the boy was once more in his life.-But no matter, he 
thought, he will be attended to exactly as his father was. 

‘‘When does your young man come back to London?’’ 

Callista realized that while Jack had not provided a 
name, he had informed Lord Condor that her betrothed 
was away, and she knew it was useless to lie. 

‘*He’ll return in two weeks,’’ she said. 

After a few moment’s thought, Lord Condor said, ‘‘l 
think it only fair that we wait and let you tell him your 
good news. You and your brothers will remain here as my 
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guests until his return. I wouldn’t want you to do anything 
rash, my dear, so as to cause yourself, or your brothers, 
grief. Don’t you agree?’’ 

Callista knew she’d been vanquished. If she had been 
alone, it might have been different, she might have found 
some means to fight Lord Condor. As it was, she could 
not jeopardize her brothers. 
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im McLeod was nearly out of his mind with worry when 
he saw Callista step down from the elegant carriage. When 
she had not returned with her brothers the first night, he 
had searched London from top to bottom but found no 
trace of them. 

As he followed her into the Sovereign, he felt that ten 
years had been lifted from his shoulders. He watched her 
casually walk up the small flight of stairs, seeming natural 
and composed, as though nothing was amiss. 

Jim placed his hand on Callista’s shoulder as she un- 
locked the door. She swung round to face him, a look of 
fright clouding her eyes. When she recognized him, she 
relaxed. ‘‘Jim. You frightened me.”’ 

‘“‘Aye, lady, I frightened you, but that is slight when 
measured against what you have done to me. Where have 
you been, and where are Ryan and Bruce?’’ 

Callista glanced away from his intense scrutiny and 
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straightened her back. “‘Jim, you are my friend, but that 
does not give you the right to know my every move. I 
don’t think it is any of your business where we have been 
staying.’ 

Callista turned quickly and sought the safety of her 
room, but that did not hinder Jim McLeod. He strode into 
the room, a look of determination plain in his face. ‘“Now, 
lass, you seem a mite tense, but that does not excuse your 
actions. I’ll be thanking you to tell me where your brothers 
are.”’ 

Raising her chin defiantly, Callista said, ‘‘As I’ve said 
before, it is none of your concerm.”’ 

Jim smashed his fist on the table in front of him, 
toppling the china pieces placed there to the floor. ‘"Be 
damned if it is or isn’t my business. I love those boys and 
gave Corbin my word that I’d see to your welfare while he 
was away. You disappear until it is time for his return, 
then stand there and tell me it’s none of my business, lass. 
There is something I don’t quite understand here, but I'll 
get to the bottom of it.” 

Callista swallowed the bile that rose in her throat and 
glanced quickly away from Jim. ‘‘It doesn’t matter what 
Corbin thinks anymore, for I’m going to marry Lord Condor. 
I was only playing with Captain Wolfram. I wanted him to 
suffer at my hands as | did at his. Now I will thank you to 
inform him of what I have said. I was planning to tell him 
myself, but you can deliver the message just as well as I.” 

Callista ran past Jim before he could stop her and went 
racing away in the sleek black carriage before he could get 
to the door of the inn. Through a blur of tears, Callista saw 
Jim as he emerged from the Sovereign to see her speed 
away. She leaned weakly against the soft leather uphol- 
stery and let the tears fall freely, unmindful of Jack, who 
sat watching her. _ 

Callista stared absently at the plush velvet interior of the 
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carriage as she thought of Corbin’s reaction when he re- 
ceived her message. He would hate her, and she could not 
blame him. 

‘‘There’s no need for tears, Callista. You'll soon be 
Lady Condor—quite an honor in elite circles. Here, dry 
your eyes.’’ Jack extended his handkerchief. 

Glaring at him, Callista spat venomously, ““'d rather 
wipe my eyes with filth from the gutters of London than 
accept anything from you, Jack Reaper. I should have 
known that only corruption lay beneath that suave exterior. 
I was a gullible fool. I should have recognized your vil- 
lainy that time in Milledgeville when you beat that man so 
mercilessly. But 1 was duped by your devious scheme and 
believed your kindness. Rest assured, Jack Reaper, I am 
no longer so naive.”’ 

Looking contemptuously at the handkerchief he still 
held, she continued, ‘‘Keep your pleasantries for your next 
unwitting victim.”’ 

Jack let his hand fall, and the lace handkerchief floated 
to the floor. He watched its slow descent in silence, for he 
had nothing to refute her accusations. Despite his hardened 
heart, Jack Reaper had let this beautiful young woman find 
a soft spot within him, and he hadn’t liked what he’d done 
to her. In all his life, Jack Reaper had never cared for 
anyone except himself-—until he met the woman he’d been 
sent to kill. 

Fortunately for him, she had found her parents and their 
two offspring, for that had made his decision not to slay 
her easier. He had every reason to bring her back with her 
brothers and let Lord Condor decide what to do with them. 

Jack had played the game well, but had lost everything, 
including his heart. After everything was settled with 
Condor, it would be a long while before he’d involve 
himself with that demon. Jack knew he was a rogue, but 
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he also knew he would hold the bitterness of this assign- 
ment for many years to come. 


Wolfram, still dressed in his seaman’s clothing, knocked 
loudly upon Callista’s door. He had rushed from his ship, 
not taking time to change, so anxious was he to see her. 
The unlocked door swung open under his pounding to 
reveal an empty room. Glancing about, he noted the cold 
fireplace and the unlit candles. Dusk had settled shortly 
before, and he felt a sense of loss as he took in the 
shadowy room. As he stepped over the threshold, he felt a 
presence behind him and swung round, expecting to see 
Callista. But it was Jim McLeod who stood framed in the 
doorway. 

Jim’s expression told Wolfram that something was amiss. 

‘“Where’s Callista?’’ rh 

Jim shook his head sadly as he came forward and struck 
the flint to the candle, setting the room in a warm glow of 
remembered pleasure, which, however, did not ease 
Wolfram’s tension. ‘‘Where’s Callista?’’ he asked again. 

‘‘That I don’t know. She was here earlier, but left 
without telling me where she was going.”’ 

Wolfram slumped into a chair and looked up at the 
Scotsman. ‘“What do you mean, Jim? Is something wrong?”’ 

Jim nodded as he sat across from Wolfram and looked 
into his anxious face. ‘‘Aye, something is wrong, and I 
canna understand what has happened. Tis not like the lass 
to act as she has.”’ 

Wolfram could see the worry in Jim’s eyes as he 
continued. ‘‘The lass took the boys and left the same day 
you sailed. | searched the town over, but found not hide 
nor hair of them until she came back this morn, acting as if 
she had only been out for a stroll. When I asked her where 
she and the boys had been, she told me t’was not my 
concern what she did.”’ 
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Jim shook his grizzled head wearily. Then Wolfram 
came to his feet, his sun-bronzed face paled, a muscle 
twitching in his cheek. ‘‘What are you not telling me, Jim? 
Something has happened to cause this. What is it?”’ 

Jim could not look at Wolfram as he said, ‘*She left -you 
a message.”’ 

‘‘Then tell me, damn it. Spit it out man. Can’t you see 
that your silence is worse than whatever it is you have to 
tell me?’’ 

Jim shook his head. ‘‘Damn it. I canna do it to ye. Ye 
being a friend—damn the lass to hell.”’ 

Jim, for all his size, was unceremoniously jerked to his 
feet. ‘‘Tell me. What did she say?’’ 

‘‘All right. She said that she is to be married to some 
lord. And that she had been playing with you for revenge.”’ 

Wolfram let his hands fall to his sides, and he looked at 
Jim, dazed with total disbelief. He shook his head to clear 
it, put his hand over his eyes, and pressed to keep the 
burning tears from coming. Huskily he asked, ‘‘Who is 
the man?’’ 

Jim saw no point in withholding the name. He knew he 
had already leveled the death blow. ‘‘The lass said it be a 
Lord Condor, but | have never heard her mention him 
before.”’ 

Wolfram’s head jerked up so rapidly it appeared that 
he’d been struck with a whip. ‘‘Did you say Lord Condor?”’ 

‘*Aye, do you know him?”’ 

‘‘Yes, Jim, I know him, but I’m afraid Callista will not 
be marrying him. I’ll see him dead first,’’ Wolfram said, 
his voice calm, but his intent too apparant to be ignored. 


The scene in Lord Condor’s study would have been to 
an unseen viewer one of peaceful domesticity. Callista sat 
before the fire reading, and Lord Condor worked at his 
desk. It might have been the ideal picture until one looked 
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at the sad face of the woman. Her eyes gazed at the 
volume of verse, yet her mind was filled with troubled 
thoughts. 

Why? she asked herself as she let her gaze wander about _ 
the room and come to rest on the old man. Why does he 
want me? The question kept repeating itself until she could 
bear it no longer. 

‘‘Why do you want to marry me?’’ she asked at last. 
For a moment Callista thought he had not heard her question, 
then he raised his eyes to meet hers and said, ‘‘You have 
something I want.’”’ 

Puzzled, she continued to question him. “‘I have nothing 
except myself. I know that’s not what you desire or what 
makes you do such heinous things.”’ 

Lord Condor threw back his head and laughed. ‘‘Desire 
for you, my dear? You are right not to place so much 
value on your beauty, for | could have had you the first 
night we met if it had been to satisfy my lust.’’ He 
chuckled to himself and leaned forward, taking new de- 
light in each word. ‘‘No, my dear girl, it is far from desire 
that I feel for you, but you do have something I want very 
badly—Tantallon.’”’ 

Suddenly all the pieces of the puzzle began to fall into 
place, from Nesseilda’s insistence that she marry, to Jack 
Reaper’s villainous acts. It was all a plan for Lord Condor 
to possess Tantallon. 

‘“‘Why?’’ she asked simply. 

Condor knew what she meant by the question and took 
pleasure in the answer. ‘‘For the mining rights and for the 
land, which the railroad will soon cross. Does that answer 
your question, my dear?”’ 

Callista paled as the magnitude of his explanation ex- 
ploded in her brain. It was hard to comprehend that Tantallon 
was worth so much and so suddenly. And it belonged to 
Ryan and Bruce. With this thought, a glimmer of hope 
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began to grow within her. ‘‘But marrying me does not help 
you. Tantallon belongs to Ryan and Bruce. They are the 
~ true heirs.”’ | 

Condor watched the light of hope flare in Callista’s 
eyes, certain he could extinguish it. ““But until they come 
of age, you will be their guardian and manage their affairs. 
Tantallon being your primary responsibility.”’ 

Callista paled as he continued. ‘“‘As you see, | want 
neither the mined heap of stones nor the ownership of the 
land. All I want are its profits. Now does that help your 
feelings? The land will belong to your brothers, and they 
shall inherit it when they come of age. But I shall have 
grown even richer in the meantime.”’ 

Callista sank back in the large chair. Al! hope faded, as 
would her life if she lived for long with this despicable 
man who would stop at nothing to gain his end. 

Callista sat with her thoughts until the study door crashed 
open. She jumped to her feet to see Corbin and Jim 
standing in the doorway. ““Thank God,’’ she whispered 
and rushed forward only to see cold fury in Wolfram’s 
eyes. 

Wolfram looked at her with contempt before his gaze 
moved to the man who had risen to his feet behind the 
desk. A demonic smile played on his lips, and it chilled 
Callista to the bone as he came forward. ‘‘So we meet 
again, my Lord. It has been many a year, but I have not 
forgotten you.”’ 

‘‘Nor I you,’’ Condor said, his voice wavering as he 
watched Corbin warily. 

‘It seems, my Lord,’’ he nodded in Callista’s direction, 
‘‘that we are once again at odds over a lady.”’ 

Callista glanced, mystified, from Corbin to Lord Condor, 
trying to understand the situation. 

‘*So it seems, but as before it is none of your affair.”’ 
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Condor saw the deadly glint in Corbin’s eyes and eased his 
hand to the desk drawer. 

‘But I am making it my affair. The first time I was too 
young to go against you, but now I am fully able. Does it 
surprise you to know that I will not let you marry this 
woman. No matter how much she longs to be Lady 
Condor.’’ 

A cry of shock brought all eyes to Callista, and she said, 
‘Corbin, please.”’ 

He stopped her words with, ‘“*No matter how much you 
beg, my dear, you will not become Lady Condor.’’ 

The hatred she saw in Corbin’s eyes was too much for 
Callista and she collapsed into the chair, her mind unwill- 
ing to hear or see what was happening. 

While Corbin’s attention was directed toward Callista, 
Lord Condor slipped his hand into the drawer and with- 
drew the pistol which he now aimed at Corbin. 

Corbin noted the action, but was too late to draw his 
own weapon. Lord Condor, a sadistic expression on his 
face, now said, ‘‘No, my friend, ’'m afraid you have no 
say here—no more than your father had twenty years 
ago.”’ 

Corbin paused as his jaw twitched with barely contained 
rage. ‘‘What do you mean?”’ 

‘*He was a fool, and you are no less so. He lost his wife 
to me, his money, and if that was not enough, his life. You 
see, I pay my debts, and | owed him one for the way he 
treated my Elizabeth. If he had never touched her beautiful 
face with his brutish hand, he might be alive and well 
today. But he was too stupid to realize what a treasure he 
possessed. I knew and I settled the score with him, though 
I lost everything that I ever cherished in this life. No 
woman, not even that simpleminded beauty,’’ he waved 
his free hand in CalJlista’s direction, ““has ever stirred my 
blood again. Now it is only money that satisfies me.”’ 
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Wolfram looked at the old man in front of him and 
realized he had loved his mother deeply. However, it did 
not change the fact that Condor had killed his father and 
was now trying to take from him the only woman he had 
ever loved. In a weaker moment, Wolfram might have felt 
sorry for this withered old man, but now all tie felt was 
hate. 

Wolfram glanced toward Callista and asked, ‘“Then why 
do you want to marry Callista. She is penniless.”’ 

‘Ah, there you are wrong. Tantallon is worth a great 
deal to me.’’ Condor then related the same story he had 
told Callista moments before. 

Corbin’s knuckles turned white as he clenched his fists. 
‘“¥ou won’t have her or Tantallon. Pll kill you first.” 

‘“‘There you are wrong again. For you and your friend 
have broken into my house, and it is within my rights to 
shoot intruders.”’ 

‘‘But there are two of us. You can only kill. one at a 
time. One of us will slay you,’’ Wolfram said and grinned 
at Condor. 

“Once again you are misled. Am I not right, Jack?”’ 

‘Right ye are, sir,’’ Jack said as he stepped through the 
doorway and raised a pistol in Jim’s direction. 

As Jack cocked the gun to fire on the unarmed McLeod, 
Callista ran forward into the line of fire. As she did, 
Wolfram swung around to grab his own pistol and fired, 
causing Jack’s arm to swing toward Condor. As the impact 
of Wolfram’s bullet knocked Jack’s aim off, his fingers 
automatically pulled the trigger. Wolfram turned once more 
as the pistol that Condor held discharged into the top of the 
desk. 
No one moved as the smell of gunpowder permeated 
the air. Wide-eyed, Callista stared at Lord Condor as his 
body slid across the top of the desk and onto the floor. The 
instant the shooting had stopped, Callista rushed across the 
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room to clasp Wolfram tightly. Her long black hair bil- 
lowed about her, obscuring her face from his view as she 
buried her head against his chest and sobbed with relief. 
They stood in that desperate embrace until Wolfram lifted 
her chin and gazed into her tear-filled eyes. ‘‘It’s over 
now, my love,’’ he said quietly. 

‘‘Corbin, Corbin,’’ she mumbled, her voice shaking 
with emotion. ‘‘Can you ever forgive me for the pain and 
danger that I’ve caused you?’’ 

Smiling at her, Wolfram said softly, his voice caressing 
her, ‘‘I understand now. The devil has finally paid for his 
evil deeds. You must be the one to forgive me, my love, 
for I doubted. Can you, Callista?”’ 

**With all my heart. I love you, Corbin.”’ 

A loud ‘‘ahem’’ came from Jim. ‘“‘Don’t you two love- 
birds think it’s time you got the hell out of here? There’ll 
be a high price to pay if we don’t.”’ 

Smiling Callista and Corbin walked arm in arm from 
Lord Condor’s study. She told Corbin about the boys, and 
they collected them from an upstairs room. They'd been 
frightened by the ruckus in the study, but Callista calmed 
them as they made their way from the house. There would, 
of course, be questions from the authorities, but once the 
facts of Callista’s abduction were explained, everything, 
they were sure, would be fine. 
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Epilogue 


W otra rowed the small skiff away from the Gypsy 
Queen to the small cove that rested below Tantallon. 
Callista could hardly contain herself as they neared the 
rocky shoreline. She longed to run along the gritty surface 
and touch the soil that she had been denied for so long. 
The salt spray was a refreshing balm and brought with it 
all that was good in the past and all that would be good for 
herself, for Corbin, and for the house of Bass. 

Callista stopped before the gray, lichen-covered granite 
walls and felt all sorrow disappear. She gazed for a mo- 
ment at her beloved home, then turned toward the beach, 
where Corbin, Ryan, and Bruce raced up the path. Her 
heart sang as she watched them. Their future would be 
secure, for Tantallon was richer than even Lord Condor 
had thought. There would be prosperity for all, including 
the villagers, and the estate of Bass would again come into 
its own. Tantalion was their good omen: her vision on that 
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long ago day on the Peregrine had become reality. And 
somehow, Callista believed now, she would have no fur- 
ther need of visions. The strong man walking up the path 
would be with her always. As Corbin joined her at 
Tantallon’s gates, she took his hands in hers. ‘‘Welcome 
home, my beloved,’’ she whispered. 
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